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bom at Leicesfeer,i the son of a clergyman, who 
was minister of a parish in Herefordshire*. Du* 
ring his life tlie place of his birth was undeter- 
mined. He was contented to be called an 
Iriahn^ by the Irish; but would occasionally 
call himself an Englishman. The ^estion may, 
without much regret, be left in the obscurity in 
which he delighted to involve it. 

Whatever was his birth, his education was 
Irish. He was sent at the age of six to the school 
«t Kilkenny, and m his fifteenth year (1682) was 
admitted into the University of Dublin. 

In his academical studies he was cither not di* 
l^t or not happy. It must disappoint every 
fm4er*s expectation, that, when at the usual time 
hb claimed the Bachelorship of Arts, he was found 
by tbe examiners too conspicuously deficient for 
lagulac admission, and obtained his^ degree at hist 
by ^gtetialfiLVOur ; a term used in that university 
to denote- srant of merit. 

of this disgrace it may be easily supposed thait 
be was much ashamed, and shame had its proper 
effect in producing reformation, lie resolved 

Ume to study eight liours a^day, and con- 
ttepd his industry for seven years, with what 
tni^ement is sufficiently known. This part of 
hisstoiyr well deserves to be remembered; itnwy 
afford useful admonition and powerful encourfure. 


• Spcnct^Antediitetr^lt. p.S79< 
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ment to men, whose abilities have been made Ibr 
a time useless by their passions or pleasures, and 
who, having lost one part of life in idleness, are 
tempted to throw away the remainder in despair- 

In this course of daily application he continued 
three years longer at Dublin; and in this time, if 
the observation of an old companion may be 
trusted, he drew the first sketch of his llale ^ a 
Tub. 

When he w’as about one-and-twenty (1668)^ 
bciug by the death of Godwin Swift, h^ uncle, 
who had supported him, left without subsistence, 
he went to consult his mother, who then litUd et 
• Leicester, about the future course of bis life, and 
by her direction solicited the advice and patroni^ 
of Sir William Temple, who had married one 
Mrs. Swift’s relations, and whose father Sir Jelvn 
Temple, Master of the Rolls in Ireland, had lived 
in great familiarity of friendship wid> Godwin 
Swift, by whom Jonathan bad been to tiiat tin^ 
maintained. 

Temple received with sufficient kindness the 
nephew of his father's friend, with whom be wak 
wlicn they conversed togethei, so much pleaseff, 
that be detained him two years in his housc.**- 
liere be became known to King William, who 
sometimes visited Temple when he was disabled 
by the gout, and, being attended by Swift in the 
giuden, shewed him how to cut asparagus in the 
Dutch way. 

B 2 
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King William’s notions were all military , and 
he expressed his kindness to Swift by ofTenng to 
make him a captain oi horse. 

When Temple removed to Moor-park, ho took 
Swift with him; and wh< n was consulted by 
the Earl of Portland about the expedience of com- 
plying with the bill then depending for making 
parh <ments triennial, against which King William 
was strongly prejudiced, after having in vain tried 
'to shew the Earl that the pioposal involved no- 
tiiing dangerous to royal |)ower, he sent Swift for 
th^^ame p4rposc to tlie King. Swift, who pro- 
‘‘baoly was proud of his employment, and went 
' with aH the con dcnce of a young man, found his* 
^arguments, and his art of displaying them, made 
"totally ineffectual by die predetermination of the 
and used to mention this disappointment as 
his urst antidote against i unity. 

Before he left Ireland he contracted a disorder, 
—•as he thought, by eating too much fruit. The 
original of diseases is commoiih obscure. Almost 
every boj eats as much fruit as he can get, 'with- 
out any great inconvenience. The disease of Swift 
Was giddmess with deafness, which attacked him 
from time to time, began very early, pursued him 
through life, and at last aeiit him to the grave, de- 
prived of reason. 

^mg much opplrcssed at Moor-park by tliis 
grievous malady, he was advised to try his native 
^r, and went to Ireland; but, hnding no benefit, 
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rcturnrd to Sir William, at whose house he con- 
tinued his studies, and is known to have read, 
liinoni' Ocher books, Ci/prian and Irenaus, He 
thought exercise ui' great necessity, and used to 
run 1 air a mile up and down a hill every two 
hours. 

Tt IS easy to imagine that the mode in which 
his first degree was conterred, left him no great 
fondness for the University of Dablin, and there* 
fore he resolved to become a Master of Arts at 
Oxford. In the testiinonitd which he produced, 
tlie words of disgrace were omitted ; and he took 
his Master's degree (J uly 5, 1692) with such re- 
ception and regard as fully contented liim. 

While he lived with Temple, he used to pay his 
nioclier ut Leicester a yearly visit. He travelled 
on foot, unless some violence of weather drove 
him into a waggon, and at night he would go to a 
penny lodging, where he purcliascd clean sheets 
for sixpence. Tills practice Lord Orrery imputes 
to his innate ^ove of grossnens and vulgarity : some 
may ascribe it to liis desire of snrveyii^ humaii 
life through all its varieties; and others, perhaps 
with equal probability, to a passion which seems 
to have beeu deep fixed in his heart, the love of a 
shilling. 

In time he began to think that 'his atteiidaoec 
at Moor-Park deserved some other reGoe^Hihoe 
than the pleasure, however mingled 
prQvement, of Temple’s codversatioii; aii4f|^. 
. b3 
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sO'impiident, that (1694) he went away in disconr 
tent. 

Temple, conscious of havinp; given reason <br 
compiaint, is said to have made him DepiityMas- 
ter of the Rolls in Ireland ; whic^ according to 
his kinsman’s account, was an olhce which he 
knew him noi .ihl^ to discharge. Swift therefore 
retfotved to enter into the church, in which he 
had at hrst no higher hopes than of the chaplain- 
ship to the factory at Lisbon ; but being rccom- 
ihtended Ijord Cap^l, he obtained the prebend 
of Kifroot, in Connor, of about a hundred pounds 
aryear. 

But the infirmities of Temple made a compa- 
nion like Swift so necessary, that he invited him 
4)kck, with a promise to procure him English pre- 
ferment, in exchange for the prebend, which he 
desired him to resign. With this request Swift 
eomplied, having perhaps equally repented their 
separation, and they lived on togetlier wicli mu- 
tual satisfaction ; and, in the four years that pas- 
• sed between his return and Temple’s dca^ it is 
lUrbbable that he wrote the Tale of a jS, iuid 
^ Battle if the Books. * 

Swift began early to think, oT'to hope, ^at he 
was a poet, and wrote Pindaric Odes to ; 

to the icing; and to the Athenian Society,' a knot 
•'^obteure men*, who published a period^ pam- 
of niiswers to questions, sent, or aueposed 
^^kriiCTofthbCoUfctionwW 
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to be b 2 nt, by Letters. I have been toM tiM|| 
Dryden^ having perused diese verses, said,* Cottm 
‘ Swift, yon will uever be a poet and that t(w 
denuiiciaiion was the motive of Swift’s perpetoal 
midevolence to Dryden. ' 

In 1699 Temple died, and left a legacy with 
his manuscripts to Swift, for whom he had ob» 
tained, from King William, a promise of the firit 
prebend that should be vacant at Westminster' or 
Canterbury. 

That this promise might not be forgotten. 
Swift dedicated to the King the posthumous works 
with which he was intrusted ; but neither the de? 
dication, nor tenderness for the man whom he 
once had treated with confidence and fondness, 
^c^'’vcd in King William the remembrance of bis 
promise. Swift awhile attended the Court ; but 
soon found his solicitations hopeless. 

He was then invited by the Earl of Berkeley to 
accompany him into Ireland, as his private secret 
tary; but after liaving done tho business till their 
arrival at Dublin, he then found that one Bush 
had persuaded the Earl that a Clergyman was 
not a proper secretary, and had obtained the of-r 
hce for himself. In a man like Swift, such circum- 
vention and inconstancy must have incited violon( 
indignation. ^ 

But he had yet more to suites Lord 
had the disposnl of the deanery of Deit^, 

^wift expected to obtain it ; but by the seeretai^ 
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^flucncc, supposed to tiavc bc rii scrnrcd by a 
firibe, it was bestowed on somebody else ; and 
Swift was dismissed with the livings of Lamcor 
and Rathbef^in in tiic diocese of Meath, which 
together did not equal luiif ihp value of the 
deanery. 

At Lnracor he incr3ascd the parochial duty by 
reading prayers on Wednesdays and Fridays, and 
performed all die oflices of his profession with 
great dcreiiry and exactness. 

Soon aflcr his settlement at'Laracor, he invited 
to Ireland the unfortunate Stella, a young woman 
whose name was Johnson, die daughter of die 
steward of Sir William Temple, who, in considev , 
ration of her fathei'^s virtues, left her a thousand' 
pounds. Witii lier emne Mrs. Dinglcy, who:>e 
wliole fortune was twrnty>seven pounds a-ycar 
for licr life. Widi these ladies he passed his 
^urs of relaxation, suid to them he opened his 
bosom; but they never resided in the same liousc, 
nor did he see either without a witness. They 
lived at the Parsonage, wiien Sw ift was away and 
wlien he returned, removed to a lodgiogi, of 
the house of a neiglibouring clergyman. 

Swift was not one of those nainds wliich amty^ 
the world with early pregnancy : his first wont, 
except his few poetical Essays, was the Diiten- 
in AUiem and Rome, published (1701) in 
jbia thirty-fourdi year. After its appearance, pay^ 
a visit to some bishop, he beard mention made 
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of the new pamphlet that Burnet had written, re- 
plete with political knowledge. When he seem- 
ed to doubt Biirnet'b right to the work, he Wab 
told by the Bishop, that he was ‘ a young man 
and, stin persisting to doubt, that he wii^ * a very 
‘ positive j^oung man.’ 

Tlu‘ce years afterwai'ds (1704) was published 
The Tale ^ a Tub ; of this book charity may be 
persuaded to think that it might be written by a 
man of a peculiar character, without ill intention; 
but it is certainly of dangerous cxaihple. That 
Swift was its author, though it be unipersally be- 
lief ed, was never owned by himself, nor very well 
proved by any evidence ; but no other claimant 
can be produced, and he did not deny it when 
Archbishop Sharpe and the Duchess of Somerset, 
shewing it to the Queen, debarred him from a 
bi^hoprick. 

When this wild work hrit raised the attention 
of the public, Saclievereil, meeting &nalriflg6, 
tried to flatter him, seeming to think him die au* 
thor; but Smalridge answered with indignation, 
^ Not all tliat you and 1 have in the world, nor 
* all that ever we sliall have, abould hire me to 
‘ write the Tale of a Tuh. 

The digressions reiating to Wotton and Be'utle^. 
must be confessed te discover went of 
or want of integrity ; he did not understnn4 ^ 
two controvcrsicb, or ho willingly misrepresented 
them. Bu^ wit can stand its ground ogdinst trut4 
c 
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ouly a liulc Avhilc. Tbelionours due to Lcaniitig 
Imve been juetly distiibuted by the decision of 
posterity. 

The Battle of the Booki is so like the Combat 
df$ Ltvres, which the siune question concerning 
die Antients and Moderns had produced in 
France, diat tlie improbability of such a coinci- 
dence of thoughts without communication is not, 
in my opinion, bolaiiced by the anonymous pro- 
testation prefixed, in which ail knowledge of the 
French book is peremptorily disowned*. 

For some time after, Swift was probably em- 
ployed in solitary study^ gaining the qualiheationt 
requisite for future eminence. How often lie vi- 
sited England, and with what diligence he attend- 
ed his parislttis, 1 know not. It was not till about 
four years afterwards that he became a professed 
author; and ttien one year (1708) produced 
Sentimntt qf a Chureh-cf-'England Man; the ri- 
dicule of Astrology, under the name of Bickei^ 
iiaffi the Argujaeat against abolishing Chrit^ 
timity; and the defence of the Sacramental 
Test. 

The Sentiments of a Church- of~England Man 
is written with great coolness, moderation, ease; 
pad perspicuity. 'Fhe Argument against ubo- 
lishmg ChrUtianify is a very happy and ju* 

* See Sheridan'! Life, p. 4Si. where pre lome lenarki on this 
paierge. B. 



dicioiis irony. One passage in it deserves to be 
selected. 

* Tf Christkbiity Tvcrc once abolished, how 

* could the free-tliinkers, the strong reaseners,and 
' the men of profound learning, be able to find 
‘ another subject so calculated, in all points^ 

* whereon to display their abilities? What won- 
‘ derful productions of wit should we be deprived 
*• of from those, whose genius, by continual prac- 
' tice, hath jj^e^ wholly turned upon raillery and 

* invectives against religion, and would therefore 
never be able to shine, or distinguish themselves, 

* upon any other subject? We are daily com- 
‘ plaining of the great decline of wit among* wJ, 

* and w'ould take aw-ay the greatest, pcrlmps the 
^ only, topic we have left. W’ho would ever have 
‘ have suspected Asgill for a wit, or Toland (ot a 
' philosoplier, if the inexhaustible stock of Christ 

* tianity had not been %t liand to provide them 

* with materials ? What other subject, through 

* all art or nature, could have produced Tindal 
^ for Q profound author, or furnished him with 
‘ readers? It is the wise choice ot the subject 
' tihait olono adorns and di8tingui*dics the writer. 

* For had an hundred euch pens as these been 
‘ employed on the side of religion, they would 
' -have immediately sunk into sHeuce and obh- 

* vioii.'* 

Ihe reasonableness of a Test is not hurd^he 
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provotl; but perhaps it must be allowed that the 
proper test bus not been chosen. 

The attention paid to the papers, published 
under the name of Bickerstajf, induced Steele* 
when he projected the Tatler, to assume an ap* 
pellation whlcli had already guiAed possession of 
the reader’s notice. 

In the year following he wrote a Project for 
the AdtancemerU of Religion, addressed to 
Lady Berkeley; by whose kindness it is not un- 
likely tliat he was advanced to his b^ehces. To 
this project, which is formed with great purity of 
intention, and displayed with spriteliuess and ele- 
gance, it can only be objected, that, like many 
projects, it is, if not generally impracticable, yet 
evidently hopeless, as it supposes more zeal, con- 
cord, and perseverance, than a view of mankind 
gives reason for expecting. 

He wrote likewise this fear a Vindication of 
Bickerttaff j and an explanation of an Ancient 
Prophecy, part written after the facts, and the 
rest never comple);ed, but well planned to excite 
amazement. 

after, began the busy and important part 
ofSv.ift’slife. He was employed (1710) by the 
primate of Ireland to solicit Queen for a re- 
mission of the First Fruits and Twentieth parts to 
the Irish Clergy. With this purpose he had re- 
course to Mr. Harley, to whom he was mentioned 
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at a than neglected and oppressed by the lust 
uistry) because lie hnti refused to co-operate 
some r>f their sclienies. What he had r^Aji^p 
has never been told ; what he had Siiffercd-'Ws, I 
suppose, the exclusion from a bishoprick by the 
remonstrances of .Sharpe, whom lie describes as 
‘ tlie hurmlesb tool of others' hate,' and whom ho 
represents os afterwards ^ suint; fur pardon/ 

Harley’s designs and situation were such as 
made him glad of an auxiliary so well qualihed for 
his service; he therefore soon admitted him to fa- 
miliarity, whether ever to confidence some havo 
made a doubt; but it would have been difficult to 
excite lus zeal witliout persuading him that he was 
trusted, and not very easy to delude him by false < 
persuasions. 

He was certainly^ admitted to tliose meetings in 
hrhich the first hints and original plan of action. 
Bie supposed to have been formed; and was one 
of tlie sixteen Ministers, or agents of the Ministry, 
who met weekly at each other’s houses, and were 
muted by the name of * Brother/ 

Being not immediately considered as an obdu- 
rate Toiy, he conversed indiscriminately with all 
the whs, and was yet the friend of Steele; who, 
in the 2b//cr, wluch began in April 1709, con- 
fesses the advantage of his conversation, and 
mentions something contributed by him to hia 
paper. But be was now inunerging into politic 
controversy; fur the year 1710 produced th% 
c 
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^rvnimrt of which Sw'ift wrote thirtyjflireo 
Ill ai'^uiucnt i|e niov be allowed to kave 
advantage ; for where a wide system of con- 
duct, and tlic whole of a public character, is laid 
open to inquiry, the accuser Mlaing the choice of 
facis, must be vei^ unskilful if he docs not pre- 
vail ; but witli rcjiai-d to wit, I am afraid none of 
Swift’s papers will be found equal to those bjT 
whijh Addison opprised him*. 

fic wrote in the year 1711 a Letter to the 
October Club, si number of Tory Gentlemen 
sent from the country to Parliament, who formed 
themselves into a club, to the number of about « 
hundred, and met to animate the zeal nnd raise 
the expectations of each other. They tlwoght, 
with great reason, that the ministers w'ere losing 
opportunities; that sudicieut use was not made of 
the ardour of the nacioii ; they called loudly Ibr 
more change^, and stronger eiforts ; and deoiaqd- 
ed the punishment of part, and the dismiesioo of 
the rest, of those wliom tliey considered as pubfic 
robbers. 

Their eagerness was not gratified by tKeQueen, 
or by Harley. The Queen was iwobiAly slow be- 
cause she was afraid ; nnd Harley was eltSer be- 
cause he was* doubtful: he was a Tory only bj^ 
necessity, oi- for coirvenience ; affd, whenim bad 
power in his hands, had no settled purpose foF 

« Mr Sberldsn hovv«ver that Addl»)n*s 
nuan wos pubViUivd Oct. la, 171 1 1 and 6 wift'» 
oa the lOtU tf ihc ing Noicmbfr. Is- 
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wbidi he bhould employ it ; forced to gratify to a 
certain degree the Toriee who supported him, but 
unwilling to make hit ooconciicmcnt to the Whigs 
utterly desperate, he corresponded at once with 
the two expectants of the Crown, and kept, as has 
been observed, the succession undetermined 
Not knowing what to do, he did nothiup ; and, 
wit}^ the fate of a double dealer, at last he lost his 
potver, but kept his enemies. 

Swift beeuis to have concurred in opinion with 
tl'e ^ October Chib ;* but it was not ia his power 
to quicken tlie tardiness of Harley, whom' he sti^ 
muiated as much as he could, but with little ef- 
fect. lie tlait knows not whither to go, i% in no 
habte to move. liarley, who was perhaps not 
quick by nature, became yet more slow by irreso^ 
lution; and was content to bear tliat dilatonnass 
kuamted as oabural, which he applauded in hiiA- 
lelf as-politic. 

Wit^ut tlie Tories, however, nothing could be 
doae; and as they were not to be gratified, they 
must be appeased; and the conduct of the 
aieter, if it could uot be vindicated, was to be 
plausibly excused. 

Sar^iu the next year he published a Proptmtl 
rwrecting, impromng, and atcartaining tka 
English Tongue, in a Letter to the Earl of Ojs* 
ford; written without much knowledge of the gm* 
neral nature of laqgus^e, and without any 
saferinqinry into tbb history of other tpugues. Tbq 
c2 



certainty ami stability wbicli, contrary to all ex- 
perience, lie thinks attainable, he proposes to se- 
cure by instituting an academy; the decrees of 
ifrhich every man would have been willing, and 
tnany would have been prllud, to disobey, and 
ivliich, being renewed by suctf^ssivc elections, 
would ip a shoi'C time have diflfered from itself. 

Swift now attained the zenith of his political 
importance: he published (171^) the Condutt 
if the Allies, ten days before the Parliament 
assembled. The purpose was to persuade 'the 
nation to a peace; and never had any writer 
more success. The people, who had been amused 
with bonfires and tnumphnl processions, and 
looked with idolatry on the General and has 
friends, and who, as they thought, had made 
England the arbitress of nations, were confound- 
ed between shiBiie*sNnd rage, when they found 
tliat * mines liad been exhausted, and ttiillions 
* destroyed,' to secure the Dutch or aggrandise 
the emperor, witliout any advantage to ourselveB; 
•tliat we liad been bribing our neighbours to'igbt 
their own quarrel ; and that amongst our enemies 
we might number our allies. 

That is now no longer doubted, of which dw 
nation was then first informed* that the war sdH 
ttnnccessarily protracted to fill die podthm df 
fiCarlborough ; and that it would have bi0kieiCli* 
tinued without end, if he could have <oeiillfoiied 
^ annual plunder. Qut Swift, T sup]^mNi^ 4£d 
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vot yH know what he has since written, that a 
oonuDusioii was drawn which would have ap- 
pointed him General for life, had it not become 
ineffecinal by the resolution of Lord Cowper, who 
refused the seal. 

* Whatever is received,’ say the schools, ‘ is 
* received in proportion to the recipient.' The 
power of a politi<^ treatise depends much upon 
the disposition of the people ; the patioa was 
then combustible, and a spark set it on hie. It is 
boasted, that between November and January 
eleven thousand were sold ; a great number at 
tliat time, when we were not yet a nation of 
readers. To its prop^ation certainly no agency 
of power or influence was wanting. It furnished 
arguments for conversation, speeches for debate, 
and materials for parliamentary resolutions. 

Yet, surely, whoever sun’eys this wonder-work* 
ing pamphlet with cool perusal, will confess that 
its efficacy was supplied by the passions of its 
leaders ; that it (grates by the mere weight of 
foots, with very little aAistance from tlie hand 
produced 

This year (1719) he published his Itqi^eciiMi 
i^iA&Marrier Treaty^ which carries on the de- 
of his CmdMet of the AUie$, and shews 
MW little reprd in iitat negoontion had been 
ihewm lo tha interest of England, and hoar much 
•f thd oemiiiered oonutry had been demanded by 
thrUBtch. . 

c a 



This was followed by Remurks on the Bmhep 
of Sarum*t IntroduetUm to his third y'olume ^ 
the Histofinf of the Rrfermation; a pmuplilet 
which Burnet pablished As an alaHn, to tvarn the 
nation of the approach of I%pery. Swift, who 
seems to have disliked the Bishop widi something 
more than political aversion, treats him like one 
on whom he is glad of an opportunity to insult. 

Swift, being now the declared favourite and 
supposed confidant of the Tory ]Mini«>try, was 
treated by ail that depended on the Court with 
the respect which dependents know liow to pay. 
He soon began to feel part of the misery of great- 
ness; he that could say tha.t he knew him, con- 
sidered himself as having fortune in his power. 
Commissions, solicitations, remonstrances, crowd- 
ed about him; he was expected to do every man's 
business, to procure employinent for one, and to 
retain it for another. In assisting those who ad- 
dressed him, he represents himself as saffiqiently 
diligent ; and desires to have others believe, what 
he probably believed himself, that by his iiiterp04> 
iition many Whigs of merit, and among them 
Addison and Congreve, were continued in their 
places. But every man of known idflueliee bat 
to many petitions which he cannot grant, that faa 
must necessarily offend 'more than lie gratifias^ 
because din preference given to one aflbrdtall 
the rest reason for complaint. * When t giea 
* away a place,’ said Lewis IvIV, * I makenn bwi* 
< discontented; and one ungrateful.* 
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Mbdi flap been sttid of the e<|tiality and irido- 
pendence which he preaerved in his conversation 
vriefa the ministers; of the fnuikness of his i-einon- 
ttAnces ; and the familiarity of his friendship. In 
accounts of this kind a few single incidontsare 
set against die general tenour of behaviour. No 
■wn, however, can pay a more servile tribute to 
the great, than by suffering his liberty in their 
presence to aggrandize him in his own esteem. 
Between different ranks of the community there 
is necessarily some distance: lie who is called by 
bis superior to pass the interval, may properly ac- 
cept the invitation ; but petulance and obtrusion 
are rarely produced hy mnguaniniity ; nor have 
often any nobler cause than the pride of import- 
ance, and the malice of inferiority. He who 
knows himself necessary may set, while that ne- 
cessity lasts, a high value upon himself; as, in a 
lower condition, a servant eminently sicilful may 
be saucy; but he is saucy only because he is 
servile. Swift appears to have preserved the 
kmdnets of the great when they wanted him no 
longer; and therefore it must be allowed, that 
the ohitdish freedom, to which he seems enough 
indinad, was overpowered by his better qualities. 

His disinberestedniss has been likewise men* 
tKMied ; a strain of heroism, which would haTo 
boen, in his condition, romantic and superffuous. 
^lecicsuisticBl bef^Bces, when they become va* 
0ant, must be given away ; and' the fridnds of 
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power may, if there be oa inherent disqindificaF- 
tioii, reasonably expect them, ^wift accepted 
(171JJ) I be dcfuicry of St, PntriSc, the best pi er 
ferment tliat his friends could ventiiae lo gne 
him. 'Hiut Ministry was in a degree sup* 
ported by the Clorg;^', who wore not yet reconciled 
to the author of the Talc of a Tubf and would 
not without inurli discontent and indignation 
have borne to sec him installed in mi English ca* 
thcdral. 

He refused, indeed, fifty pounds from I^rd 
Oxford ; but lie accepted idterwards a draught of 
a thousand upon the Exchequer, which was inteH 
cepted by the Queen's death, and which he rc* 
signed, as he says inniself, * multagemens, with 
* many a groan.’ 

Ill the midst of his p' wer and his politicks, be 
kept a journal of his visits, his walks, his inters 
viev\ s with ministers, and quarrels with his bett 
vant, and transmitted it to Mrs. Joluison ami 
Mrs. Dingley, to wliom he knew that whatever 
befol him was interesting, and no accounts couhl 
be too ininuto. Whciliur these diurnal trifiea 
were properly exposed to eyes whicl) had never 
received any pleasure from the prcseiiecrof the 
Boon, may be rcasouably doubted : tUf^y Jiave, 
however, some odd attraction ; the fijuW 

ing frequent mention of names which he has Immmi 
used to consider as imiportaot, goes on ia hope eff 
information; aiK', as (here is nothing to 



rm ot swrrT. 


25 


Attention, if lie is disnppo'iitcd can hardly 
compkin. It is easy to perfcivc, from every* 
that thotf^h ambition pressed ^wift into a 
ttfe of bustle, the wish for a life of ease was al- 
ways retorning. 

He went to take possession of his deanery, as 
soon as he had obtained it ; but he was not suf- 
Ibred to stay in Ireland more than a fortnight 
liefore he was recalled to England, that he might 
reconcile Lord Oitford and Lord Boliiigbrokc, 
who began to look on one another with inalcvb- 
ItiKyff, which every day increased, and which Bo- 
Kijgbroke appeared to retain in his last years. 

Swift contrived an krtenricw, from which they 
both depaited discontented; he procured a se- 
cond, which only convinced him that the ffeud 
was irrecoucilcable : he told them his opinion,, 
that all was lost. Tliis denunciation was contra- 
dicted by Otfodd; but Bolingbroke w^hispered 
that be was right. 

BnfCre this violent dissension had shattered the 
Kiaislry, Swift had published, in "the beginning 
cf lehe year (1714), The pttblic Spirit 
ITAtyt, in answer to The Crint, a parbphlec for 
which Steele was expelled from the House of 
ComlinhI. Siwift*^4as mow so far alienated iOdiii 
to thtak hint, no longer entitled ic/d^- 
efeney , hnd^hlMhre tteats him sometimes wiw 
dnd somthiiljb with abhorrence* 
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Iftthis pamplilet die Scotch were mentioned inr 
terms so pruvukiog to that irritable nation, that 
resolving * not to be offended wkh impunity/ the 
Scotch lords in a body demanded w audience of 
die Queen, and solicited reparatiftl A procla- 
mation was issued, m which three hundred pounds 
was offered for discovery of the author. From 
dtis storm he was, as he relates, * secured by a 
‘ sleight/ of what kind, or by whose prudencei 
is not known; and such was the increase of his 
reputation, that the Scottish * Nation applied 
* again that lie would be their friend.* 

He was become so formidable to the Whig*, 
that his familiarity with the ministers was cla> 
moured at in parliament, particularly by two 
men, afterwards of great note, Aisbbie and Wal- 
pole. > 

But, fay the disunion of h» great friends, his 
importance and designs were i^pw at an end; 
and, seeing his services at last useless, he retired 
about June (1714) into Berkshire, where, in the 
house of a friend, he wrote what was then sup* 
pressed, but has since appeared under theti^ 
of Free ThougHe on lie pretext State ^ 
/airs. 

While he was waiting ip dus retireipiMit, for, 
eveiuts wliich time or chance ml^t bring'^ 
the death of the Qumu broke dosi^ ep pnee tl^. 
iyfaole system of ToiJ Politics; and, ftOthiitg 
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mained but to withdraw from tlie implacability of 
triumphant Whiggibm, anti shelter himbcif in uu* 
envied ob^iurity. 

The account of hi& reception in Ireland, given 
by Lord Orrery and Dr. 1)< l.iny, arc **0 diftbrent, 
that the credit of the wiircrs, both undoubtedly 
veracious, cannot be saved, but by supposing, 
what 1 think is trae, that they speak of ditiTcrciit 
times. When Delany says, that he was received 
with respect, he means for tlic first fortnight, 
when he came to cake legal possession; and 
whenl^ord Orrery tells, that he was pelted by 
the populace, he is to be understood of the time 
when, after the Queen’s death, he became a 
settled resident. 

The Archbishop of Dublin gave him at first 
some disturbance in the exercise of his jurisdic- 
tion; but it was soon discovered, that between 
prudeuQC and integrity he was seldom in the 
wrong: and that, when he was right, his spirit 
did not easily yield to opposition. 

Having so lately quitted the tumults of a party, 
emd the intrigues of a court, they s^Il kept his 
thoughts in agitatioD, as the sea fluctuates a while 
when the storm has eea^. He therefore fltled 
his lK>«ks with some Idetorteal attempts, tttJai^g 
to dm Chum tjf the liSinieters, and thoXom- 
He likewise is Bi& 

hare Wrateu a tf fhe libur latt Teate 

^ he began in her life- 
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time, asid afterwards laboured with creat atten- 
tion; but never published. It was ufcei his death 
in the hands of Lord On ery and Or. King, A 
book under that utlc nus publislicd, widi Swift’s 
name, by Dr. Lucas; of whicli<|I can only say* 
that it seemed by no me "is to correspond wi^ 
tlic notions that 1 had formed of il, fioin a cou- 
versation which 1 once hcaid between the £arl of 
Orrery and old Mr. is. 

Swift i.ow, much ag uii’^t his will, commenced 
Irishman for life, and was to contiive bow he 
might be best accommodated in a cuuntiv wliere 
be ccMsidcred himself as m a state of exile. It 
seems that his first recoui*se was to p ety. Tim 
thoughts of death inishcd upon him, at this tina^ 
wttli such incessant importunity, that they to^k 
possession ol his inina, when be first waked, for 
many years together. 

He o|)encd his house by a public table two 
days a week, and found his entei ti.nnients grw 
dually frequented by more and moie visitants of 
learning among the men, and of elegance aiuol^ 
the women. Mrs. Johnson liad left the countOf 
and li«ed in lodgings not far from the cteanaiyC 
Ou his public days she regulated the table, but 
appeared at it as a mere guest, like other Mies. ^ 

On otlier days he olten dined, at a stated fiHde^ 
with Mr. Worral, a clei^\nuiu of «his cathedra]^ 
whose house sms recommended pecutllil^ 

neatness and pjeasantry ^ hii tlA 
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frugal mode of living, he was first disposed by 
care to pay some debts which he had contracted, 
and he continued it for tlie pleasure of accumu- 
lating money. His avarice, however, was not 
suffered to (^struct the claims of his dignity ; he 
was served in plate, and used to say that he was 
the poorest gentleman in Ireland tliut ate upon 
plate, and tlie richest that lived without a coach. 

How he spent the rest of his time, and how he 
employed his hours of study, has been inquired 
with hopeless curiosity. For who can give an 
account of another’s studies? Swift was not 
likely to admit any to his piivacies, or to impart 
a minute account of his businesk or his leisure. 

Soon after, (1716,) in his forty-ninth year, he 
was privately married to Mrs. Johnson, by Dr. 
Ashe, Bishop of Clogher, as Dr. Madden told me, 
in the garden. The marriage made no change In 
their mode of life ; they lived in difierentJhouses, 
as before; nor did she ever lodge in the deaiieiy 
but when Swift was seized witli a fit of giddiness. 

* It would be difficult/ says Lord Orrery, * to 

* pcove that they were ever afterwards together 

* without a third person.’ 

The Dean df St. Patii^'s lived in a private 
maimer, Imown and regarded only by his friends, 
tin nbdiijt tHe year l70Op by a pamphlet, re- 
commeAded to the Irish the use, afidcon^uently 
the impii^l^nieiit of their mapttfaetdre. For a 
man to the prodecrions of han own labour ia 
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surely a nalnnil and to like best nhat he 
makes himself is a uatunil passion. But to excite 
tills passion, and enforce this right, appeared so 
criminal to those who had an interest in the Eng- 
lish trade, that the printer was idlprisoned; and, 
ns llawkesworth justly ubsen’es, the attention of 
the public being by tliis outrageous resentment 
tiiruod upon tlic proposal, the author was by con- 
sequence made popular. 

In 17^3 died Mrs. Van Ilomrigh, a woman 
ttadc unhappy by her admiratiou of wit, and ig- 
nominiously distinguished by the name of Vanessa, 
whose conduct has been already sufficiently dis- 
cussed, and whose history is too well known to 
be minutely repeated. Slie was a young woman 
fond of litcFOture^ whcifpr l)ecanus tlic Bean, 
called Cadenus by transposition of tips letters, 
took pleasure in directing- and instruoting ; tih, 
from being proud of his praise, she grew fond of 
his person. Swift was then about forty-seven, at 
tin age when vanity is strongly excited by the 
amotous attention of a young woman. If it be 
said that Swift should have chocked a passion 
which he never meant to gratify, recourse must 
be had to that extenuation which he so much de- 
spised, * men are but nieni^ perh^ j^wever, 
lie did not at ffrst knoi^,|sik own.minq, aw, as lie 
represents himself^ wm undetennin^ Fur bis 
admission of her coallBdilipt and his i^ulgence of 
her hopes^af^er his to Stel^ ho o&er 
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honest plea can be found, than that he *deU^ 
a dibagrecahle discover)^ from time to tiinc,)d|pead*> 
iug the immediate bursts of distress, and watch* 
ing for a favourable moment. She thought berw 
self neglected, and died of disappointment; 
having ordered by her will the poenx to be pub*^ 
U&hcd, in which Cadenus had proclaimed her ex* 
ccllencc, and confessed his lot'e. The efifect of 
the pubheation upon tl>e Dean and Stella is tbUs 
related by Ddany : 

‘ I have good reason to believe, that they both 
f were greatly shocked and distressed (tliough it 
^ may be differently) upon thii occasion. The 
‘ Dean made a tour to the South of Ireland, for 
^ aV-out two months, at this time, to dissipate his 
^ dioughtSy imd j^flace to oU^y; and SteUa 

* retired (upon the earnest invitation of the owner) 

* to the house of a cheerful, generous, good*nar 
' tured friend of the Dcan*s, whom she oleo much 

* lovpd and honored. There my informer often 

* saw her; and, 1 have rea^n to bolipve, used 
‘ his utmost endeavours to relieve, support, and 
^ amuse her, in this sad sitfUation. 

* One little incident hp told me of, on that oo» 

^ casion, 1 think 1 shall sever forgiet, As her 

* friend, hospitable, open-hearted tmin, 

^well-beloved, and iVl^ acquainted, it fistp" 

^ pened one da^r that some gentlemen dropt in 
^ to dinner, who were |tfttnger8 to- Stella's situav 
^ tion ; and as thp padm of Caierms and Vanesstf 
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* Wfts then gjhMal topic of conTersttMin, one 

* of them said, ** Sbivijr timt 'V^nnessa must be an 
'* extraordinary woman, that could inspire the 

Dean to wi itc so finely upon h<^'*' Mrs. John- 
son smiled, and answered, ** that afac thought 
^ that point not quite so clear ; for it was well 
** Icnown the Dean could wTite finely upon a 
broomstick ” 

The great acquisition of esteem and influence 
was made by the Drapier*$ Letteru^m. 1724. One 
Wood of Woherhanipt(Hi in Staffordshire, a man 
enterprising and rapacious, ‘had, as is said, by a 
present to the Duchess of Munster, obtained a 
patent, empowering him to coin one hundred and 
eighty thousand pounds of halfpence and farthings 
for the kingdom of Ireland, in which there was a 
very inconvenient and embarrassing iO(^rcity of 
copper ; so that it was impossible to run in 
d^t upod the credit of apiece of money ; for the 
cook or keeper of an alehouse could not refuse 
tb supply d'bnan that had silver in his hand, and 
the buyer would not jeave his money without 
change. 

" The project was therefore plausible. The 
scarcity, v^ich was already great. Wood took 
care to make greater^ by agents who gathered up 
the old halfpence; and) Was about to turn his 
brass into gold, by popring the treasures of big 
new mint upon trelai^, w|«n Swift, finding that 
tlu? metal was debased to in enormous degree, 
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wrote letters, under the name of M, fi. Drapier^ 
to show the ^'oily of receiving, and the luiscbiesf 
that must ensue by giving gold anil silver for 
com worcii peihaps not a third part of its ouipinal 
value. 

I’lic nation was alarmed*, the n^w coin was 
uni\ersallY refused : but the governors of Ireland 
con-idered resistance to tlie King’s patent as highLy 
criminal; and ooc SVhitshcfl, then Chief Justice, 
who liad tiicd the printer of the former pamphlet, 
and sent out the jury nine times, till by clamour 
and menaces they were frighted into a special 
verdict, now presented the Drapiert but could 
not prevail on the grand jury to iind the bill. 

laird Carteret and the Prhy Council published 
a proclamation, oiTcriag three hundred pounds 
for discovering the author of the fourth letter, 
Swift had concealed himself from his printers, 
and trusted only bis butler, who transcribed tho 
paper. The man, immediately after the appeal'^ 
ance of the proclamation, strolled from the house, 
and staid out all night, and part of die next day, 
There was reason enough lo fear that be hod be* 
frayed his master for the reward ; but be cninq 
home, and the Dean ordered him to put oH* his 
livery, and .leave tile house; ^ for,’ wys be, * I 
* know that tey ]||Ik ia in your power, and I will 
^ not bear, ou| m lynur, either your insolence or 
^ negligence.* The man escus^ his fault with 
irein Fobwinsioiit an!d begg^ that he michi be 
99 
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confified in tl|n honac white it was in liis power to 
cndbneer raaster; but tlie Dean resolutely 
tunned him out, without taking fiirthcr notice of 
him, till the term of inforraatioi^ad expired, and 
then received luin again. Soon allerwards he or- 
dered him and the rest of the servants into his 
presence, without telling his intentions, and bade 
them take notice that their fellow-servant was no 
longer llobert the butler, but that his mteurity 
had made him Mr, Blakency, vergrr ot St. Pit- 
trick’s; an olhcer whose income was between 
thirty and forty pounds a-year ; >et he still con- 
tinued for «>ome years to serve his old master as 
his butler*. 

Swift was known from this time by the appel- 
lation of Thu Dean. lie was honoured by the po- 
pulace, as the champion, patron, and instructor 
of Ireland; and gained such power as, considered 
both in its extent and duration, scarcely any man 
has ever enjoyed without greater wealth or higher 
station. 

lie was from this important year the oracle of 
the traders, and the idol of the rabble ; and by 
consequence wus feared and courted by all to 
whom the kindness of the traders or the populace^ 
was necessaiy. The Drapm' was^ a sign ; thq 
Drapier was a health; and hliich Why soever tim 

* An ftccouat Bomenilwt dieSmit from thb lsjiwi.19 HtSi 
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eye or the ear was turned^ some tolceivi 
found of the nation's gratitude to the 

The benefit was indeed great; )ie reseiied 
Ireland from a very oppressive IM^tedatory in- 
\'asion ; and the popularity which he had gained 
he was diligent to keep^ by appearing forward 
and zealous on every oa:asion where the public 
interest was supposed to be involved. Nor did 
he much scruple to boast his influence; for 
when, upon some attempts to regulate the coin, 
Archbishop Boulter, then one of the Justices, ac- 
cused him of exasperating tlie people, he excul- 
pated himself by saying, ' If I had lifted up my 
* finger, they ^vould have torn you to pieces.' 

But th€L pleasure of popularity was soon inter- 
rupted by domestic misery. Mrs. Johnson, whose 
conversation was to him the grUat softener of diSa 
ills of life, began in the year of the Drapiar's 
triumph to decline; and two years' afterwairtfs 
was so wasted with sickness, that her recovakjf 
was considered os hopeless.. 

Swifr was then in England, and had beea in- 
vited by Lord Bolingbroke to pass the wint^ 
with him in fVaooe ; but this call of caiaui^ 
hastened him to Mand, where perhaps hit pre- 
sence coutribtitedm restore her to imperfect idid 
tottering hetl^ t 

He was ioW* eu^ much at eaie^ that (17^ he 
return^ to ]^ug|ipid; where he coUected thrte 
vehimes of jibsoeflaniei !& bonjitiicttoO widt 
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Pope, who prefixed e querulous and epologeticqj 


likeniise into the world 
OuUrOft^t e production new and 

6 trfng|B,^thn^ h filled t^ readcr^it;^ n mingled 
pi^otion of memment and amazement. It was 
fy^oei^od with such avnhty, that the price of the 
tet edition was raised before the second could be 


made: it was read by the hizh qjid the low, the 
learned and illiterate. Criticism w as for a w hile 
lo^t ill wonder; nq rules of ju l,;mciit were applied 
tp a book written in open defiance of 1 1 uth and 
regularity. But when distinclionb came to be 
made, the part which ga\e the least pleasure wa$ 
that which describes the flying island, and tliat 
which gave most disgust must be the 'history of 
the Houyhohnms. 

While Swift was enjoying the reputation of his 
new wor^, the news ot the King’s death ariived : 
qisd he kissed the hands of the new King aud 
Queen three days after their accession. 

B|y the Queen, when slie was Princess, be had 
boeo treated with some distinction, and was well 
required by Iter in her exaltntioo; but whet^r 
shegf|ve hopes which she never took care to ia«> 
titfy^ or he formed expectatt^j^ which she never 
megnt to raise, the event that he always 
a(lerwards thought on herNvii^ HN^plence, and 
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I know not whether she had not, in her torn, 
eome reason for complaint. A letter was sent 
her, not so much entreating, as requiring her pa** 
tronnge of Mrs. Barbar, an ingenious Irishwoman, 
w ho was then begging subscriptions for her Poems. 
To this letter was subscribed the name of Swift, 
and It has all the appearance of his diction and 
sentiments ; but it was not written in his h^d, 
and had some little improprieties. When he was 
charged with this letter, he laid hold of the inac- 
curacies, and urged the impnibability of the ac- 
cusation, but never denied it; he shuffles between 
cowardioe and veracity, and talks big when tm 
says nothing*. 

He seemed desirous enough of tecommendM 
courtier, and endeavoured to gain the kindness 
Mrs. Howald, remembering what Mrs. Mashatak 
had performed tn fomitr times; but his flaxte^ec 
were, like those of other wits, unsuccessfol ; tW 
Lady eitlier wanted power, or' had no ambitioQ of 
poedcal immortality. 

He was seized not long afterwards by 
ipddiness, and agam hea^ of the sickness axid 
danger of Mrs. Johnson. He then left die houfo* 
of Pope, ms H ^eemib ceresdoi^' 

finding * that tiro ^at(dc ftiends cannot Mve 
* dier;’ and did wjste to him till he fo ta H 
himself at Chetfoa. 

p. 458«~.S. ^ 
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Ho ifbsroed to a lioiae of sorrow ; poor Stdla 
was si^ikii^ ioto the grave, 004, after a laoguish- 
iDg dooay of about two months, died m her forty- 
fpoithj^ar^ on January 28, lj^8. How mucli 
on wiaM her life, his pa|inrs sho^ : nor can it 
be doubted that he dreaded tlie death of lier 
he loved most, aggravated by the con- 
icinosness that himself had hastened it. 


9eauty nud the power of pleasing, the greatest 
eaternal advantages that woman can desire or 
possess, were fatal to the unfortunate Stella. The 
man whom she had the imsfortupa to love as 
Dfllany observes, fond of siqgularity, and desirous 
te make a mode of happiness for himself, difierent 


feom the ganeral course of chipgi and order of 
^rpvidedca. * Frohi tjiie time of her arrival in Ire^ 
ha seams resolved to ke^p her in his power, 
^ thniefere hindered a xuji^ su(Qciently advafk^ 
tjigpouf^ by yicumuiating unreasonalhle demands, 
i|pd^fescribtng coadurons dwt could not be pert 
fermed. While she was at her own 4iapp8al, 


did ^ oonsidar his possession as sepiye; rea$j|it-‘ 
i|^t, ambition, or caprice, apgbt sap^f^ 

]|p was therpfore resolved tp Osaka * assuranoa 
‘ doiifW® to approp^bier by a pri^ 

mpiriag^^ to which he bad n^ptiaaed the ear 
tba pleasimpfp^sa fnend^ 
Vf^out tba uneasiness of opaju^ leatsaint. ^ 
wii;h this itate poor Stelbi was.mit ptis^; she 
never was treuMd aa a wi^ and to the world she 
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had the appearance of a mistress. She lived Mil* 
leuly on, in hope that in time he would oivtt lied 
receive her^ but the ttinc did not come till die 
change of his manners and depravation of hill 
mind made her tell him*^ when he odered to aiO 
knowledge her, that ^ it was too late.’ She thee 
gave up herself to sorrow fulTesentment, and died 
under the tyranny of him by whom she was in thd 
highest degree lov ed and honoured. 

What were her claims to this eccentric tende>* 
iiess, by which the laws of natur^ were violated 
to retain her, cariosity will mquire; but how shall 
it be gratified f Swift was a lover; liis testimonv 
tnay be suspected. Deiany and ttiO Irish'sdw wim 
Swift’s eyes, and therefore add little OonfirmatiolC 
That ^he was virtuous, beautiful, and elegant, M 
a very hujh degree, such admiration Yri^m sU^ # 
lover makes it very probable ; but the hiid Obt 
much literature, for she could not spell hbr own 
laogciage ; and of her wit, so loudly tannt^d, th# 
Stnaft sayings winch Swift bimsett hhl oottdOtO^ 
afford no splendid Specimen. 

Ihe leader of Swift’s Lttttr to a M 

her JUtfernagd, may be allowed to ddubt wbbtliih 
bis opinion of felnue bxcelleiice OugM 
to be admitiM; fbt if bis geneMl ttk 

women weip fneb he exhibits, a. i^ery 
sense in a lad} WbidU Alraptore, and% feiy Htn 
\lrtue wO 
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therefore^ was perhaps only local ; she <vas graat^ 
beonise her associates were little. 

^ some Eemterks lately published on the Life 
[>f*Swifk,f|is marriaj;c is mentioned as fabulous, or 
jpabthil; but, alas! poor Stella^ as l>r. Madden 
l3d me, refated her melancholy story to Dr. She- 
iwlaii, when he attended her as a clergyman to 
prepare her for death; and Delany mentions it 
not with doubt, but only with regret. Swift 
mentioned her without a sigh. 

^ Ifro rest of his life was spent in Ireland, in a 
country to whith not even power almost despotic, 
nor flattery almost idolatrous, could reconcile him. 
He sometimes wihhed to visit England, but always 
Ipund some reason to delay. He tells Pope, in the 
^sdine of Ufe, that he hopes once more to see 
inm; * Imt if not,’ says he, ^ we must part, as all 
I human bfiiiigs have parted.’ 

aW ^ death of SteOa, his benevolence was 
contracted, and his severity exasperated; he drove 
bis acquaintance from his table, and wondered 
why &e was deserted. But he continued his a^ 
the public, and wrote from time to 
directions, admonition^ or cennires, 
as the exigency of afiairs, in his opinioii, mader 
pr^r ; and nothing fell from his ppn in vaiiL 
In a short poem on tlie Presby tenans, whom he 
always regarded with detestation, lie bestowed one 
^PQn Bettesworth, a eminent fw 
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his insolence to the clergy, wliich, from very con- 
Mderablc reputation, brought bun iiup immediate 
and universal contempt. Cettesworth, enraged 
sit his disgrace and loss, went to Swift, and. de- 
nnuided whether he was the author of that poem ? 

‘ Mr.'Betteswortli,’ answered he, ‘ I was in my 
‘ youth acquainted with ^cat lawyers, who know- 

* ing in> disposition to satire, advised me, that 

* any scoundrel or blockhead whom I had lam* 

* pooned should ask, ^ Are you the author of this 

* piipcr?’ 1 should tell him that 1 was not the au« 
‘ thor; aiid therefore I tell you, Mr. Bettesworth, 

* that 1 am not the autlior of tliese Imes.* 

Bettesworth was so little satisfied with this ac* 
count, that he publickly professed liis resolution 
of a violent and corporal revenge; but the inl^- 
bilaiits of St. Patrick’s district embodied them- 
selves in the Dean’s defence. Bettesworth de- 
clared in Parhainent, tliat Swifl had deprived hjl^ 
of twelve hundred pounds n-year. 

Swift was popular a while by another mode of 
beneficence, lie set aside some hundreds to hfi 
lent in snitdl sums to the poor, from £ve shUUags 
I tbink, to five pounds* He took no ml^cst, 
only required .that, at repayment, a stn^ fbe 
should be given to the accumptant: buthettc- 
quired that die day of promised payment ahouhl 
be exactly kepu ^ severe and punctilious tem^per 
U ill qualified fo^transaotions with the poor: 
day was often broken, and the loan was not tf- 
SWIFT. VOL. I. s 
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pfiid. 'Pas might have bten easily foreseen; bnt 
this Swift luid made uo provi>]un of patience 
orpity. He ordered his debtors to be sued. A 
severe creditor has no popular cliaracter; what 
then was likely to be said of liim wlin employs 
the catchpoll under the appearance of charity ? — 
The clamour against him was loud, and the re- 
aentrnent of the populace ou rageous; he was 
therefore forced to drop his scheme, aiul ov\ n the 
folly of expecting punctuality from the poor*. 

His asperity continually increasing, condemneil 
him to solitude; and his reseutuient of solitude 
^hurpeved his asperity. He was not, however^ 
totally deserted; stuiic men of Itariiing, and some 
women of elegance, often visited him; and he 
wrote from time to tiiiie either xerse or prose; of 
his verses he willingly gave copies, and is sup> 
posed to have felt no diK'ontcnt when lie saw 
tlwim printed. His l.ivouritc luaxim was, ‘ Vive 
* la bagatelle / he thought trifles a necessary part 
of life, and perliaps found them necessary to him- 
self. it seems impossible to him to be idle, and 
his disorders made it difficult or dangerous to be 
long seriously studious, or laboriously diligent, — 
The love of ease is always gaining upon age, and 
he had one temptation to petty ainnsemcnts pe- 
culiar to himself; whatever he did, he was sure 

* This arcoiint if contradicted by Mr. Sheridan, who, with 
fivat warmth, useru, from hi* own knowhidge, tliat there was 
not one syllable of truth in this whole account ftom the begia- 
X|iiif to the end. «ee Life of Swtn, p.457. Hi 
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o licw apjilaudcd ; and such as his prcdoini- 
iifiiirc o>er all Uiat appniaclicd, that all tlieir ap- 
plauses were probably sinccic. He tliat is much 
(Littered, soon learns to flatter himself: we arc 
commonly taught our duty b> fear or shame, and 
l»uw can they act upon the man who hears nothing 
but his own praises? 

As liis years increased, his fits of giddiness and 
deafness grew mure frequent, and his deafness 
made coniersation difhcult. they grew likewise 
more seicre, till in 1736, as he was writing a poem 
called ‘ "J he Legion Club,’ he was seized with a 
fit so painful, and so long continued, that fie nc- 
%er after thought it proper to attempt any work 
of thought or labour. 

lie was always careful of his money, and was 
therefore no liberal entertainer; but was less 
frugal of his wine thau of his meat. When his 
friends of either sex came to him, in expectation 
of a dinner, his custom was to give every one a 
bhiliing, that they might please themselves with 
tlieir proi ision. At last his avarice grew too pow- 
erful fur his kindness; he would refuse a bottlj of 
wine, and in Ireland no men visits where lie can- 
not drink. 

Having thus excluded conversation, and de- 
sisted from study, he had neither busiuess nor 
amusement ; for having, by some ridiculous re- 
solution or mad vow, deteimined never to wear 
spectacles, he could make little use of books in 
fi 2 



un OF sTTirt. 


44 

his latci* years ; his ideas, therefore, bein^ neither 
renovated by discourse, nor increased by readinK, 
wore gradanlly away, and left his mind \acanl to 
the vexations of the hour, till at l^st lits angcT was 
heightened into madness. 

He however permitted one book to be publish- 
ed, w'liich had been the production of fonner 
y4ars; Polite Convergatwriy which appeared in 
1T38. Tlic Directions for Servants was printed 
soon after his death. These tw'o performance s 
show a mind incessantly attentive, and, when it 
iiWis ppt employed upon great things, busy with 
minute occurrences. It is apparent thiit he must 
have had the habit of noting whatever he ob- 
served; for such a number of particulai-s could 
never hiTve been assembled by the power of re- 
collection. 

He grew more violent ; and his mental powers 
dedifled till (1741) it was found necessary that 
l4g4l guardians should be appointed to his person 
and fortune. He lost distinction. His mad- 
ness was compounded of rage and fatuity. Ibe 
last face that he knew, was that of Mrs. White- 
way; and her he ceased to know in a little time. 
His meat was brought him cut into mouthfuls; 
blit he would never touch it while the servant 
Maid, and at last, after it had stood perhaps an 
hour, would eat it walking;* for he continued his 
dd habit, and was on his feet ten liours arday. 

• Natt year (1743) he had an inflammation in his 
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left eye, which swelled it to the size of an egg, 
with boils ill other parts; he was kept long waking 
with the pain, and was not easily restrained by 
hve attendants from tcaringout his eye. 

Hie tumour at last subsided ; and a short in- 
terval of reason ensuing, in which he knew his 
physician and his family, gave hopes of his re- 
covery; but in a few days he sunk into lethargic 
stupidity, motionlc-ts, heedless, and speechless. — 
But it IS said, that, after a year of total silence, 
when his housekeeper, on the 130th of November, 
told him tliat the usual bonfires and UluminationB 
w’ere preparing to celebrate his birth-day, he an- 
swered, * It IS all folly; tliey had better let it 
alone/ 

It IS remembered, that he afterwards spoka 
now and then, or gave some intimation of a mean- 
ing ; but at last sunk into a perfect silence, which 
continued till about the end of October 1744, 
when, in his seventy-eiglith year, he expired with- 
out a struggle. 


When Swift is considered as an author, it is 
just to estimate his powers by their cfiects. In 
the reign of Queen Anne be turned the stream of 
popularity against the Whigs, and must be cem- 
iessed to have dictated for a time the political opi- 
nions of the English nation. In the suooeediiig 
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reign he delivered Ireland from plunder and op- 
pression; end showed that wit, confederated with 
truth, had such force as audionty was imnhlc to 
resist. He said tmly of himself, that Ireland 
‘ was his debtor.’ It xvas from the A^nc when he 
first began to patronize the Irish, that they may 
date thair riches and prosperity. Hr taiiphf them 
first to know their own interest, their wciplit, and 
Aeir strength, and ga\c them spirit to assert that 
equality with their fcllow-subjects to which tney 
have ei’Cr since been making ngoious udvaticcs, 
and to claim those rights which they have at last 
established. Nor con they lie charped with in- 
gratitude to their bcnctactor; for they reve- 
renced him as a guardian, and obc}ed him as a 
dictator. 

In his works, he has g^ven very diflfereut speci- 
itaens both of aentmusnts and expression. His 
Tate <f a Tub has little resemblance to his other 
pieces* It exhibits a vehemence and rapidity of 
mind, a copiousness of images, and vivacity of 
diction, such as he afterwards never possessed, or 
never exerted. It is of a mode so distinct and 
peculiar, tliat it must be considered by itself; 
what is'thie of that, is not true of any thing else 
which he has written. 

In his other wot^s Is found an equable tenour 
cf easy language) which rather trickles than flows. 
Kis deUght was m simplicity. Tlrat he has iti his 
woks no metaphori bs has been stud, is not true ; 
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but his few metaphors seem to be received ratlier 
by iieccssitj’ than choice. He studied parity ; and 
though perhaps all his strictures are not exact, 
yet it is not often that solecisms can be found; 
and whoever depends on his autliority may gene- 
rally conclude liimself safe, ^bs sentences are 
never too much dilated or contracted ; and it will 
not be easy to find any embarrassment in the com- 
plication of his clauses, any iMCOTiscf|.irnce in hi' 
connections, or ahniptnc*-'' in his transitions. 

Ills style was well suited to his thouohts, which 
are never subtilised by nice disquisitions, deco- 
rat€<l by sparkling conceits, elevated by ambitious 
f-cntciiccs, or variegated by far-scmglit learning.— 
lie pays no court to the passions; he excites 
neither surfiri.sc nor admiration ; he always un- 
derstands himself; mid his readers always under- 
stand him: the peruser of Swift wants little pre- 
vious knowledge; it will be siilHcient that he is 
nc(|uaiiite(l with common words and common 
things; he is neitlier required to mount elevations, 
nor to explore profundities ; hfs passage is always 
on a level, along solid ground, without asperities, 
without obstruction. 

This easy and sa^ conveyance of meaning it 
was Sw ift's desire to attain, and for having attailB- 
ed he deserves praise, though perhaps not the 
highest praise. For purposes merely didactic, 
when something is to ^ told that was not ktiowii 
before, it is the best mode; butjigaifist that in- 
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^aonti||lFn by wliicli known tnitlis arc suflfercd to 
tie'vi*Q§ucte<l, it makes no pri>\ iMoii ; it instructs, 
tkios not persiiado. 

bis political fcdurntion lie was associated 
wil^i the \^ liigs ; but he deserted iIjUm when they 
deserted their principles, wuiiiiut niimin^ into 
the contrurv extreme ; he cuntuiiicd throughout 
Ins lile to retain the disposition which lie assigns 
to tlie Cliui'c/i-of'-Kiigland MaVf oi'th'iilviiig cum* 
mbnly with the \Vhiu.s of die State, and with the 
Tones of the C hurch. 

lie was a eluirclunati rationally zealous; he de- 
sired the prosperity, and maintained the lionour 
of the Clergy; of the Dissenters he did not wish 
to itifriiige the tulcralion, but lie opposed their 
encruachincnts. 

I’o ins duty as Doan he was very attentive. lie 
managed the revenues of his cliurcli with exact 
economy ; and it is said by Dclany, that more 
money was, under his direction, laid out in re- 
pairs, than had ever been in the same time since 
its first erection. Of his choir he was eminently 
careful ; and, though he neitlier loved nor uiider^ 
stood music, took care that all the singers were 
well qiuilihcd, admitting none without the testi- 
mony of skilful judges. 

In lus church he restored the practice of weekly 
communion, and distributed the sacramental ei^ 
ments in the most 8o)euiv and devout manner with 
kis own hand. He came to ciiurch every morii- 
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prcarhod coramortly in his turn, and attetid- 
c d the c\ enin*; anthem, that it iniglit not be neg- 
ligently performed. 

He read the service ' rather with a stroiip ner- 

* vous \oico, then in a graceful manner ; his \oi<^c 
‘ was sharp and hiuh-toned, rather than haniio- 
‘ nious.* 

He entered upon the clerical state with hope to 
excel in preaching ; but complained, that, from 
the time of his political controversies, * lie could 

* only preach pamphlets.^ This censure of himself, 
if judgment he made from those sermons nhicH 
have been printed, was nnicasoimbly severe. 

The suspicions of his irreligion proceeded in a 
great measure from his dread of hyp 'cri'^y ; in- 
stead of wishing to stem better, he delighted in 
seeming worse than he was. He w'ciit in london 
to early prayers, le‘‘t he should be seen at ehurch; 
he read prayers to his scr\unts every morning 
with such dexterous seciccy, that Dr. Delaiiy was 
six mouths in his House before he knew it. He was 
not only careful to hide the good which be^did^ 
but willingly incurred the suspicion of evil which 
he did not. He forgot what himself had fonnerly 
asserted, that hypocrisy is less mischievous than 
open impiety. i3r. Dclany, with all bis zeal fot 
his honour, has justly condemned this part of his 
character. 

The person of Swift had not many recomiiien- 
dations. He had a kind of muddy complexioDi 
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which, thou<;li he washed iiiinsclf with oriental 
scrupulosity, did not look clear, lie- laid a coun> 
tcnuiu'c sour aud severe, wliicii l»e seldom soften- 
ed hy any uppcamiicc of gnety. lie stubbornly 
resisted any tendency to laiigliter. ^ 

I'o his domestics he was naturally rough ; and 
a man of a rigorous temper, w iili that vigilance 
of minute attention, which his works discover, 
must have been a master that few could bear. — 
That he was disposed to do his servants good, on 
important occasions, is no great mitigation ; be- 
nefaction can be but rare, and tyraimic peevish- 
ness is perpetual, lie did not spare the sen ants 
6f othci's. Oiiec when he dined alone with tiie 
Earl of Orrery, lie stud of one that waited ui the 
room, * I'liat nini. has, since we sat to tlic table, 
^ committed fifteen faults.’ What the faults were, 
Lord Orrery, from wltom I have heard the story, 
had not been attentive enough to discover. My 
number may perhaps not be exact. 

In his economy he practised a peculiar and of- 
fensive piu'Simony, without disguise or apology. — 
Tiie practice of saving being once necessary, be- 
came habitual, and grew 6rst ridiculous, and at 
last detestable. But liis avarice, though it might 
exclude pleasure, was never suffered to encroach 
upon his virtue. He was frugal by inclination, but 
liberal hy principle; and if the purpose to which 
lie destined his little accumulations be remember- 
with his distribution of occasional charity, it 
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uill p(«rhaps appear, that he only liked oneinoda 
ol' expense better cb^ another, and saved merely 
that lie might baHfc something to give. He did 
not grow rich by injuring his successors, but left 
boiii Larucor and tlkc Deanery more valuable than 
lie found them. — With all this talk of his co\ct- 
oiisncss and generosity, it should be remembered, 
that he uas never rich. The revenue of his 
Deanery was nut much more than seven hundred 
a-year. 

Ills beneficence was not graced with tenderness 
or ci\ ihty ; Ik* relieved witliout pity, and assisted 
without Ivindnoss ; so that those wlio were fed by 
him could hardly love him. 

He made a rule to luinself to give but one piece 
at a time, and therefore ahivays stored his pocket 
with coins of different value. 

Whatever he did, he-seeuied willing to do in a 
inaiuier \ cciiliar to himself, without suHicieiitly 
i onsidcuiig that singularity, as it implies a coii> 
tempt of the geueral practice, is a kind uf defiance 
which jusly provokes the hostility of ridicule ; lie, 
therefore, who indulges peculiar habits is worse 
thnn others, if lie be not better. 

Of his humour, a story told by Pope * may af- 
ford a specimen. 

^ Dr. Swift has an odd, blunt way, that is mis- 
* taken, by strangers, for ill-imtnre. — Tis so odd, 
‘ that theic’s no describing it but by facts. TU 
V Spence. 
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* tell you one that first coincs into in\ iicaii. One 

* cieiJin^ Ouy und I vicutlp see him. you know 
Miow iiitiiuntely we wertruft uc(|iiaiiitcd. On 

* our coiniiig in, ‘ Heyday, {zentleiiicn, (says the 
^ Doctor) w lull’s tlie meaning of i1k|, \isit.? How 

* came you to Icaie the iircat J.oids, that you arc 

* so fond of, to come liitlu i* to sec a poor Deuur’ 

— * Jibcausc we would i.ulicr see you than any of 
‘ them ’ — ‘-\v,any one tlidt did not kimw so well 
‘ as I do, helieic you. iiut since you are 

‘co.ui, 1 must jret some* supper ior you [ suji- 

* ))osc,’ — * No, Doctor, wc have supped already.' 
— ‘Supped aheudy? thal’.s mijiossiblL ! why tis 
‘ not cifrht o’clock yet. — i hat’s \erv stiaii{»e; but, 
‘ if you had not siif peel, I must have ^ot some- 
‘ lliin .5 for you. — Ixl^c see, wlial should 1 ha\e 

* had? — A coujiie of lobstcis; ny, that would ha\c 
‘ done ^el•y wcllj two^iiUmj^s — tarts, a shillmj;: 
‘but you will drink a jikiss of wine with me, 
‘ thuii(i,li you supped so much bcfoic your usual 
‘ tune only tp spare my pocket?' — ‘ No, we had 
‘ rather talk witli you thandrmk with you,' — ‘Hut 
‘ if you had supped with me, as in all reason you 
‘ oii{»ht to liasc done, you must then have drank 
‘ with me. — A bottle of wine, two sluUings — two 
‘ and two is four, and one is tivc: just two-and- 
‘ sixpence ii-p.ece, 'I'licre, i\)pe, there’s half a 
‘ crown for you, and theie’s nnotlier for you, Sir; 
‘ for 1 won't su\ e any tiling by you, I am deter- 

* mined.' — ^I'lus was all said and done with Ids 
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* nsiuil seriotisncss on such occasions ; alicl, in 
' spitr of cvc!Ty thini; we could say to the concra> 

* ry, Le nctniUly ohlitred us to take the money/ 

111 tlic intercourse of faiiiillHi' Ide, he indul;i;ed 
disposition to petulance and bare asm, mid 
thought himself in jured if the liceiitioubiiess of Ins 
rniilex'y, the freedtun of his t ensures, or the pe- 
tnhtficc of Ills irolicks, was resented or repressed. 
He prodominatcil over his eoinpanions \\ itli very 
hi«h nbccudcucy, and probably would bear aonc 
o^*er whom he could not prodoTUinatP. 1 o give 
him advice was, m the style of his friend Delany, 

* to venture to siicak to him/ "J'his cusioinarv 
superiority soon grew too delicate Fct truth; and 
.Swift, >sith all his penetration, allowed himself to 
be delighted with low flattery. 

Ou all common occasions^ lie habitually aifects 
a style of arrogance, and dictates rather than per- 
suades. This aulhorilalivc and magisterial lan- 
guage ho expected to be received as Ins peculiar 
mode of jocularity : but be apparently flattered 
hfs owii arrogance by an assumed imperiousness, 
IQ which he WHS ironical only to be resentful, ancl 
to the submissive sufiicicntiy serious. 

He told stories with great felicity, and delight- 
,ed in doing wliat be knew himself to do well; he 
was therefore captivated by tlie respectful silence 
of a steady listener, and 'told the same tales too 
often. 

ile did not,, however, claim the right of talking 
7 
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itlonc* for it lii-^ riiit*, wlion he had spoken a 
iiiiiiutc, to give ro»mi hy a pause tor any otlier 
►poaker. (>t‘tinu', on all orrasions, lie was hii 
c\a( l ( omputer, iuhI kiirw the niinuieb rcuuirerl 
to everv ronnuon operation. 

It may be justly supposed tlmt tnere was in tas 
conversation, what upfxrars so frequently in his 
letters, an affectation of fauiiiiarity with the great, 
an amhition of ntoim iiury equiUity sought and 
enjoyed hy the i.filect of tliosv ceremonies wliicii 
custom Itus e.staL)lishcd as the bur. lers between one 
order of society and another. I'li s transirression 
of rcguliinty was hy himstif and Ins admirers 
termed greatness of soul, iiut a giient mind dis- 
daiiis to hold any thing by courtesy, and tliorc- 
fore nc^c^ usurpj what a lawful claimant may 
take auav. Ho that encroaches on another's 
dignity, puts himself in his power; he is cither 
repcUcil witli helpless indignity, or endured hy 
clemency and condc'^rrnsion. 

Of Swift’s general habits of thinking, if his let- 
ters cau be supposed to afford any e\ ideiice, he 
was not a inuii to be either loved or rnvied. He 
fcems to liuvc wasted hie in disco itcnt, by the 
rage of neglected pride, and the languishment of 
unsatisded desire. He is querulous and fustidioii'^, 
artogiiiit and iiialigaant; he Itearccly speaks of 
himself but with indignant lamentations, or of 
' others but with insolent superiority when he is 
gay, and with angry contempt when he is gloomy 
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iVomtlie tetters that passed between him and Pope, 
n mij,ht be iiifenccl that they, wiili Aibuthuot 
arifl Oay, Imd ciij^rnsseei all the uiulcrstandinf; 
ami virtue ot' inanhiiid; that tl.cir incnt'i tilled 
the world ; or that there was no hope ot more. — 
'i'hey show the a^e iu\oIveil in diirkucsb, and 
shade the pictutc with sullen cinulatlun. 

When the Qnccn’b tlcaih drove liini into Ire- 
land, he might be allowed to regret fora time the 
interception of Ins views, the extint tion o( Ins 
hopes, niul liis ejection trom gay sr cues, import- 
:uit employ incut, and splendid tncndsliijis; but 
when tune liad enabled leuson to prciaii over 
vexiiiion, the complaints, whitli at tirst weic na- 
tural, became nihcubus because they weie use- 
less. Uuttjuci'uloubucss was nov\ giowm habitual, 
and he cried out wlieu he probably had censed to 
feel, llis reiterated wailings persuaded Bohng- 
biokc tiiut he was rcidly willing to quit his deane- 
ry for nn Knghsh parish; and Jioliiigbroke pro- 
cured an exchange, which was rejected; and 
Swift still retained the pleasure .of coinjilaining. 

Tlic greatest difliculty that occurs, in analysing 
his chaiacter, is to discover by what depravity of 
intellect he took delight in revolving ideas, Irom 
which almost c\ery other mind shrmks with dis- 
gust. The ideas of pleasure, even when criminal, 
may solicit the imagiualiou ; but w'hut has disease, 
dclonnity, and filiii, upon winch the thoughu 
can be allured to dwell? Dclauy is willing to 
r 2 
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think tliat Swift’s mind w as not inudt tainted with 
this "res', corruption before hU longvlHit to ro|H*. 
He docs not consifier liow lie degrades his liero, 
by making him at fift v-nine the pupil of turpitude, 
and liable to t!ie malignant influeiilc of an 
Cendant miiul. But the truth iSj that Gulin er 
had described his Yahfios before tlic visit ; and Ije 
that had formed those images hud iiotliiug filthy 
to learn. 

I have here siivcn the character of Swift as he 
exhibirs himself to iny perception; but now ]<”t 
another be heard w’ho knew him better. Dr. De- 
lany, after lonsz; at quaiiitance, desa'ibes him to 
Lord Orrery in these terms : 

* My Lord, when you comidcr Swift’s singular, 

* peculiar, and most variegated vein of witjalvrays 
^ rightly intended, (although not always so rightly 
‘ directed,) delightful in many instances, aad sa- 

* lutary even whew* it is most offensive; when you 
‘ consider, hi.s strict trutii, his fortitude in resisting 

* oppression and arbitrary power; his fidelity in 

* friendship, his sincere love and zeal for religion, 

* his uprightness in making right resolutions, and 

* his steadiness in adhering to them; his rare of 

* his church, its choir, its economy, and its ia- 
•coinc; his attention to all those that preaclied 

* in his cathedral, in order to their amendment la 

* pronunciation and style ; as also his remarkable 
* * attention to the interest of his successors, pro- 

* ferubly to his own present emoluments; his la- 
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* nncible pntriotisra, even to a country i^lnch he 

* (hd not love; his very various, \vcll-ile\ised, 

‘ wcll-judj'ed, and extensive eliarilics, tlirou^Iioijt 

* Im life; luid hib uliolc tortnuc (tii s.iv nolhiiu>; of 

* his vi-ilf’s) conveyed to the same tliiistiaa pui- 

* poses at hib death; ciuintics, from \^luch lie 
‘ could enjo} no honour, adiantage, or saUbfac- 
' tion of any Uind in this viorlti; when you coiisi- 
‘ ilcr ins ironical and humorous, as viell as his 

* scriodS scheiiirs, for the proiiiolioii of tine i( h- 
‘ liioii and \ ntiK , lus si.a ess in sohcilinc; for the 

* Iruits and I'wt nlioths, to the unspeakable 
‘ Ik milt of tlic cstuhlisiicd ( hurth of Ireland; 
' niul liib fehcilv (to latc it no hu>hei) in ^iviiis; 

* occasion to the budding ol lifiy utvv ehurclies in 
‘ Loiicloii. 

‘ All this considered, tlie charnrler of his life 

* will appear like that of his writings; they will 
< both heal to be i e-cousidt reil tuid rc'Cxaniined 
‘ with the utiiioat attention, and uh%a>s discover 

* new licuutics and excellencies upon every t\a« 

* inmation. 

* They will hear to he considered as the sun, in 
‘which the brightness will hide the hlciiiislics; 
^ and whenever })ctulaiit ignorance, pride, inalig' 
‘ nity, or envy, iiitei poses to cloud or sully Ins 

* fame, I will lake upon me to pronounce, that 

‘ ibc cclip'-e Will not last long. i 

‘ To coutludc— >i0 man ever deserved better of 

1- U 
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his country, than Swift did of his. A stmdT, 

* pcrseverine, inflrxibh* friend ; n wise, a watch- 
‘ ful, and a faithful rounsellor, iindiTmanv severe 

* trials and hitter ]>ersecntiuhs, to the mauiloat 

* hazard both of his liberty and fort(|s>e. 

* lie li\ed a hl€S^lllg, he died a benefirto-, 

* and iiis name will ever live an honour to In** 

* Innd.’ 


In the poetical works of Dr. Swift there js r.ot 
much upon vvliicii the cntick can cxeiTisc hw 
powers. 1'liey are often hiiniorons, almost alwa^i» 
liulit, and have tlic qualities whicli recummeiul 
hucii cuuipusitions, casinebb and gaiety. They ai'e, 
for the most part, what tlieir author ini e nded. 
The diction is correct, the numbers are sniootlu 
and rite rhymes exact. There seldom 0 ( curs a 
harddaboured expression, or u redundant epithet; 
all Ilia verses exemplify his own dehninon of a 
good style, they consist of ^ proper words in pro> 
‘ per places.' 

To divide this collection into classes, and shoir 
how some pieces are gross, and some are ti’i fling, 
would be to tell the reader what he knows al- 
ready, and to And faults of a Inch tlie autlw 
could not be ignorant, who certainly wrote not 
often tso his judgment, hui Ics humour. 
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It was said, in a Preface to one of the Irish 
editions, that Swift held nci'cr b<'ni known to 
take a sincie thought from any writer, ancient or 
modem. This is not literally true ; but perhaps 
no w riter can easily he found that has borrowed 
so little, or that in all his excellf ncies and all his 
defects has so well maintained his claim to be 
considered as original. 




MISCELLANEOUS POEMS, 

FROM 1689 TO 1713. 


ODE 

TO 

THE HOX.STR wieua:\i temple. 

WI1JT^E^ AT MOORPARK, JI K’E 1689. 

I. 

A^jRTrc , the prc*.Uest of all monarrhies, 

Till if-s first enipcror, rebellions man, 

Depos’d from off his scat 

It foil, and broke with its mrn weight 

Into small states and principalities, 

By many a petty lord possest. 

But ne^er since seated in pne single breast; 
H’is you who must this land slibdue, 

I’he mighty conquest’s left for you, 

The conquest and discoTcry too : 

Search out this Utopian ground : 

Virtue’s Terra Incognitaf 
Where none c\'er led the way. 

Nor ever since but in descriptions found, 

Like the philosopher’s stone, 

Witli rules to search it, yet obtain'd by none. 



mrCELLAKEOUS POFUA. 


&2 


IL 

We liavo too long been led ostmy; 

Too Iqiiv liave our inisiruidcd souib been taught 
Witli rules from musty morals broug(tt; 

HTis you must put us in the way ; 

Let us (for shame !) uo more be led 
With antique relics of‘ the dead, 

Tl)e gleanings of philosophy ; 
philosophy! clielanibcr of the schools. 

The roguery of alchyniy ; 

And we the bubbled fools 

Spend all our present stock in hopes orgoldcu rules. 

IIL 

But wliat docs our proud ign’rance learning call ? 
We oddly Plato’s paradox make good ; 

Our knowledge is but mere remembrance all; 
Ilcmeinbrance is our treasure and our food. 
Nature’s fair table-bo >k, our tender souls. 

We scrawl all o’er with old and empty rulei^ 

Stale memorandums of the schools ; 

For Learning’s mighty treasures look 
In that deep grave a book, 

Think she there does all her treasures bide. 

And that her troubled ghost still haunts thera 
since she dy’d ; 

Coniine her walks to colleges and schools; 

Her priests, her train, and followers shpw. 

As if (he^ Mcra oU spectres too; 
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TI>cy purchase know Icd^o at the expense 
Of coiuiuon breeding, common sense, 

And at once {jfrow scholars and fools ; 
Atfectill-inunncr'd pedantry, 

Rudeness, ill-nature, incivility, 

And, sick witli dregs of knowicilce grown, 

W' Inch greedily they swallow down. 

Soli cast it up and nauseate company. 

IV. 

Curs’d be the wetch I nay, doubly curs’d, 

(If It may lawful be 
To curse our great enemy) 

Who learn’d liimself that heresy first, 

(Which since has seiz’d on all the rest,) 

That knowledge forfeits all humanity ; 

Taught us, like Spaniards, to be proud and poor. 
And ding our scraps before our door. 

Thrice liappy you liavc ’scap’d this gcn’rnl pest I 
Those mighty epithets, Learned, Good, and Great, 
Which we ne^erjoin’dv before, but in romances 
W c dud in you at last united grown. [meet. 
You cannot be compar’d to one ; 

I must, like him tliat painted Venus’ face. 

Borrow from every one a grace : 

Virgil and Epicurus will nut do, 

Tlieir courting a retreat like you. 

Unless I put in Caesar’s learning too : 

Your happy frame at once controls 
This great triumvirate of souls. 
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V. 

Let not old Rome boast Fabius* fate ; 

He i^^’d his country by dela^s^ 

But you by peace : 

You bought it at u cheaper rate; 

Nor has it left tlic usual bloody scar, 

To show it cost its price in war ; 

War! that mad game the world so loves to play. 
And for it docs so dearly pay ; 

For tho* with loss or victory a while 
Fortune the gamesters does beguile. 

Yet at the last tiie box sweeps all away. 

yr. 

Only the laurel got by peace 
No thunder e’’er can blast: 

Th' artillery of the ^es 
Shoots to die earth and dies; 

Nor ever green and flourishing 'twill last. 

Nor dipt ill hlood,iior widows' tears, nor orphans' 
Alxjut the bead, crown’d witli these bays [cries ; 
Like lambent Are the lightning plays ; 

Nor its triumphal cavalcade to grace, 

Make up its solemn train with death r 
It melts the sword of war, yet keeps it in the 
sheatli. 

VII. 

The wily shifts of state, those jugglers' tricks 
Which we call deep design and politics, 
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(As in n theatre the ignorant fry. 

Because the cords escape their eye, 

^^’'on^le^ to see tlie motions fly,) 

Methinks, when you expose the scene, 

Down the ill-organ*d engines fail ; 
on tiy tiie vizors and discover all. 
llow piuin I see tliro' the deceit ! 

Ilow shallow ! and how gross the cheat I 
Diok where the pully’s ty’d above ! 

Great God ! (said I) what have I seen ! 

f)n what poor engines move 

The thoughts of monarchs and designs of states ! 

What petty motives rule their fates ! 106 

How the mouse makes the mighty mountain sh^e ! 

The mighty mountain labours with its birtli ; 

Away the frighted peasants fly. 

Scar’d at tli’ unheard-of prodigy, 

Expect some great gigantic son of earth : 

Lu it appears ! 

See how they tremble ! how they quake ! 
put starts tile liitlc boast, and mocks their idle 
fern's. 

viir. 

Then tell (dear fav’ritc Muse !) 

What serpent’s that which still resorts, 

Still lurks in palaces and courts ? 

Take thy unwonted fli^it. 

And on the terrace l^ht. 

<See wher^ sbeiies! . 

c 
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See ho\^ she rears her head, 

And rolls about her dreadful eyes, 

I'o drive all virtui^ut, or look it dead ! 

T'was sure this basilisk sent 1 cmple thence ; 

And tho’ as some (*tis said) for their dcftlice 
Have worn a casement o’er their skin. 

So he wore liis within, 

Mad^ up of virtue and transparent innocence * 
And tho’ he oft renew’d the 
And almost got priority of sight. 

He ne’er could overcome her quite ; 

In pieces cut, the viper still did re-unite ; 

Till at last, tir’d w’iih loss of time and ease, 
Kesolv’d to give himself as well as country pence, 

IX. 

Sing (he!o\’d Muse 1) tlic pleasures of retreat, 

And in some luitouch’d virgin-strain 
Show the dcli'.'hts thy sister Nature yields; 

Sing of thy vales, sing of thy woods, sing of thy 
Go publish o’er the plain [fields-; 

How miglity a proselyte you gain ! 

How noble a reprisal on the great ! 

How is the Muse luxurianl^^own ! 

Whene’er she takes this 
She soars clear out of sight ; 

These are the Paradises of her own ; 

(The Pegasus, like an unruly horse, 

ITio’ ne’er so gently led 

lo the lov’d pasture where he us’d to feed,. 
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Runs violently o’er his usual course.) 

Wilke from thy wanton dreams, 

Come from thy dear lovM streams, 

The cruukrd patlis of wanderuig Thames, 

Fain the tair 113011 ph would stay. 

Oft she looks back in vaiii. 

Oft ’gainst her fountain does complain. 

And softly steals in many windings down, 

As loath to sec the hated court and town, 

And murmurs as she glides away. 

X. 

In this nciv happy scene 

Are nobler subjects fur your learned pen : 

Here we expect from you 
More than your predecessor Adam knew; 
Whatever moves our wonder or our sport, 
Whatever serves for innocent emblems of tlie court; 
How tliat which we a kernel see, 

(Whose well-compacted forms escape the light. 
Unpierc’d by the blunt rayti of sight,) 

Shall ere long grow into a tree, ' 

Whence takes it its increase, and whence its birth, 
Or from tlie sun, or from the air, or from the earth? 
Where all the fruitful atoms lie ; 

How some go downward to the root. 

Some more ambitiously upwards fly, 

And form the leaves, the branches, and the fruit, 
ypu strove to pultivate a barren court in vain, 
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Your garden’s better worth your noble pnin ; 

Here munLind fdl, and hence must rise again. 

XI. 

Shall I bclie\e a spirit so di\inc ^ 

W as cast m the same mould with mine? 

Why then does Nature so unjustly share 
Among her elder sons the whole estate, 

And all her jewels and her plate ? 

Poor we, cadets of lleav'n, not worth her care. 
Take up at best with lumber, and the leavings of 
Some she binds ’prentice to the spade, [a fate. 
Some to the drudgery of a trade ; 

Some she does to Egyptian bondage draw, 

Bids us make bricks, yet sends us to look out for 
Some she condemns lor life to try [straw : 

To dig the leaden mines of deep philosophy : 

Me she has to the Muse’s galleys ty’d; 

In vain I strbve to cross this spacious main, 

In vain I tug and pull the oar, 

And when 1 almost reach th« shore, 

Straight the Muse turns the helm, and I launch 
And yet, to feed my pnde, [out again ; 

Whene’er I mourn, stops my complaining breath 
With promise of a mad reversion after death. 

XII. 

Then, Sir, accept this worthless Verse, 
llie tiibute of an humble Muse, 

’'fis all the portion of my niggard stars. 
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r^uture tli 9 hidden spark did at my birth infuse, 
And kindled hist -with indolence and ease, 

And since, too oft debauch’d by praise, 

’'I IS non grown an uicurabte disease. 

In \ain to quench tins foolish fire I try 
In w isduin and philosophy , 

In A ain all wholesome herbs T sow, 

\\ here nought but weeds will glow. 

Whate’er I plant (like corn on baricn earth) 

Bv an cqnivoi al birth 
Seeds, and runs up to poetr). 


ODE TO KING WIELIAM^ 

ON Klb SLCCF^SES IN IREI.AM>> 


To puJcli.ise kingdoms, and to buy renowa. 
Are arts pecuhar to dissembling 1 ranee; 
You, mighty Monarch, nobler actions crown. 
And solid virtue does your nhme advance. 


« With much pleamre I here present to the public sn Ode 
which had lieen long iiopght after without luoreia That it is 
Swift's, 1 h^ve not tlie least doubt { and It is the more Xunous, 
as being the hecond poem that he wrote He refers to It m the 
seepnd stanza ot his * Ode to tlie Athenian Society,' arid »• 
pressly narks it by a margmal note, umkrthc title of * IheOdc 
’ 1 writ to the King in Irefaad ’ See p 7b , and see, also, ' The 
l|f GuiUeman's lolunal, ^uly, 1693,' p. U 
c d 
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Voiir matchless courage with your prudence joins, 
The glorious structure of your fame to raibc ; 

its own light your dazzling glory shines, 

And into adoration turns our praise. 

Had you by dull succession gain’d your crow n, 
(Cowards are Monarchs by that title made,) 

Part of your merit Chance would call her onn, 
And half your virtues had been lost in shade. 

But now your worth its just reward sliall liave : 
^Vlmb trophies and what triumphs arc your due; 

Who could so well a dying nation save, 

At once desene a ciowii, and gain it too ! 

You saw hpw near we were to ruin brought, 

You saw ih’ impetuous torrent rolling on ; 

And timely on the coming danger thought. 

Which we could neidier obviate, nor shun. 

Britannia stript from her sole guard die laws, 
Ready tolalTRonie’s bloody sacrifice ; 

You straight stcpC lu, and from die monster’s jaw s 
Did bravely snatch the lovely, helpless prize. 

Nor this is all ; as glorious is the care 
To preserve conquests, as at first to gain : 

Id this your virtue claims a double share. 

Which, wliat it bravely won, does well maintaiiy 
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Your arm has now your rightful title showed, 

An arm on which all Europe’^ hopes depend^ 

To which they look as to some guardian God, 
That must their doubtful liberty defend. 

AmnzM, thy action at the Boyne we !jee ! ^ 

Wlicn Schoniberg started at the vast design : 

Tlie boundless glory all redounds to tliee, [thine, 
’i'h’ impulse, the fight, tli* event, were wholly 

The brave attempt docs all our foes disarm ; 

You need but now give orders and command, 

Your name shall the remaining work perform. 
And spare the labour of your conquering hand. 

France does in vain her feeble arts apply, 

To inteiTupt the fortune of your course ; 

Your infiueuoe docs tlie vain attacks defy 
Of secret malice, or of open force. 

Boldly we hence the brave commencement date 
Of glorious deeds, that must ail tongues emplo} : 

William’s the pledge and earnest given by Fate 
Of England’s gloiy, and her lasting joy. 
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TO THE ATHENIAN SOCIETY, 

•ENTL^MEN, Moorpvk. Feb. 14, 16»1. 

^NCE erery body pretends to trouble you vith their folliesi I 
Chought I might claim Uie privilege of an £ii||jiiihman, and put 
in hiy share among the rut. Being last } ear in Ireland, (from 
whence 1 returned about half a year ago^) 1 heard only a loose 
talk of your Society, and believed the design to lie only some new 
folly ju^t suitable to the age, which, Ood know:., I little ex- 
pected ever to produce any thing extraordinary. Since my be* 
ing In England, having still continued in tlie country, and 
much out of company’, 1 had but little advantage of knowing 
any more, till about two montlis ago passing tiirongh Oxford, a 
very learned gentleman there hrst showed me two or throe of 
your volumes, and gave me his account and opinion of you. A 
while after I rame to this place upon a visit to where T 
havebeen ever since, and have seen all the four volumes, with 
their Supplemenu, which answering my expectation, the pe> 
niial has produced wliat you hnd enclosed. 

As I have been hoinewhat inclined to this folly, so I have 
aeldoln wanted somebody to flatter me in it. And for the Ode 
enclosed, J have seat it to a person of very great learning and 
honour, apd since to soma others, the best of my acquaintance, 
(which 1 thought very proper to eiuure It for a greater liglit,^ and 
they have all been pleased to tell me that they are sure it will 
not be unwelcome, and that 1 shqqld beg the honour of you to 
let it be printed beforr your next volume, (which, 1 think, is 
soon to be published,; it being so uMal before most books of any 
great value among poets; and before its^ seeing the world 1 sub- 
mit it wholly to the correction of your pens. 

I entreat, therefore, one of you would descend so far os to 
write two or three lines to me ot your pleasure upon it y whicli, 
as 1 cannot buij[qxpeet from gentlemen who have so well sliown, 
upon so many occasions, tliat greatest character of scholars, in 
being favourable to the ignorant, so 1 am sure nothing at pre- 
sent cun more highly oblige me, or make me happier. 1 am. 
Gentlemen, 

Your ever most humble 

And most admiring servant, 

JONATHAN aWIFT. 
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ODE TO THE ATIIEI^Jll^SOClETY. 

Moorpark, Feb. 14, IG9I. 

I. 

As when the deluge first began to fall, 

That nii!j;hty ebb never to flow ^ain, 

(When tins liuge body’s moisture was so groat, 

It quite overcame the vital heat,) 

That mountain winch was highest first of all 
Appear’d above the universal mam. 

To bless the primitive sailors’ weary sight. 

And ’twas perhaps Parnassus, if in height 
ft be as great as ’tis in fame. 

And nigh to heav n as is its name : 

So after the inundation of a war. 

When Learning’s little household did embark 
With her world's fruitful system in her sacred ark, 
At the first ebb of noise and fears 
Philosophy’s exalted head appears, 

And the dove-muse will now no longer stay. 

But plumes her silver wings and flies away; 

And now a laurel wreath she brings from far, 

To crown die happy conqueror. 

To show the flood begins to ce^se, 

And brings the dear reward of victory and peac^. 

II. 

The eager Muse took wing upon the waves’ declijdf , 
When War her cloudy aspect just withdrew, 
When t);ie bright sun of peace began to shine. 
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And for a whHe jpAav’nJy contemplation snt 
Ok the high toji V peaceful Ararat, 

And pluckM a laurel branch, (for laurel yvob the 
first that grew, . 

The first of plants after tlic thunder, storm, and 
And thence with joyful nimble wing frai^b) 
Plew dutifully back again. 

And made an humble chaplet for the king. 

And the dovc*musc is fled once more, 

( Glad of the victory, yet frighted at the war,) 
And now discovers from afar 
A peaceful and a flourishing shore, 

!No sooner did she land 
On the delight! ul strand, 

Than straight she sees the country all around, 
Where fiital Neptune rul’d crewhilc, 

Spatter’d trith flow’ry vales, with fruitful gardens 
crown’d. 

And many a pleasant wood, 

As if the universal Nile 

Had rather water’d it than drown’d, 

It seems soipc floating piece of Paradise, 
Preserv’d by wonder from the flood. 

Long wand’nng thro’ the deep, as we are told 
Earn’d Delos did of old, 

And the transported Muse imagin’d it 
To be a fitter birtli-place tqr the god of Wit^ 
Ofrthe much talk’d-of oracular grove ; 

When with amazing joy she hears 
An ipkuown music all around^ 
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CliariTiln;; her greedy ears 
With many r heavenly song 
Of nature and of art, of deep philosopliy and lo|& 
iiilst angels tune the voice, and Ood inspim 
the tongue^ 

In vain she catches at the e^mpty sound, 

In vain pursues the music with her longing eye^ 
And courts the wanton Echoes as they fly. 

nr. 

Pardon, yc great unknown and far exalted Men ! 
llie wild excursions of a youthful* pen : 

Forgive a young and (almost) virgin Muse, 

Wiiom blind and eager curiosity 
(Yet curiosity, they say. 

Is in her sex a crime needs no excuse) 

Has forc’d to grope her uncouth way 
After a mighty light that leads her wandering eyet 
No wonder then she quits the narrow path ofseuse 
For a dear ramble throMmpertinence; 
Impertinence ! the scurvy of mankind : 

And all we fools, who arc the greater part of it, 
Tho’ we be of two difTrent factions still, 

Both tlie good-natur’d and the ill. 

Yet wheresoe’er you look, you’ll always find 
We join like flies and wasps in buzzing about wiL 
In me, who am of the firstrsect of these, 

All merit that transcends the humble rides 
Of my own dazzled, scanty sense. 

Begets a kinder foHy and impertinence * 

* The Ode 1 writ t« tbs IUogkilnluiA:swp.fl 9 * fWIFT. 
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Qf admiration pf pnufie ; 

Qur good brethren of the surly sect 
]Hy|ij|9te’en all herd with us their kindred-fools; 

tlio' possess'd of present vogue, the>\einadt 
Railing a rule of wit, and obloqujUa trade, 

Yet tlie same want of brains produces each effect ; 
And you, whom Pluto's helm does wisely shroud 
From US the Uind and tlioughtless crowd, 

Like the fam'd hero in his mother’s cloud, 

Who both our follies and impertinencics see. 

Do laugh perhaps at theirs, and pity mine and me. 

IV. 

Butccnsurc's to be anderstood 
Th' authentic mark of the elect, [goods 

Tlie public stamp Heav'h sets on all that's great and 
Our shallow search and judgment to direct. 

The war, mefhinks, has made 

Our wk and learning narrow as our trade : 

Instead of boldly sailing far to buy 
A stock of wisdom and philosophy. 

We fondly stay at iiome in fear 
Of every censuring privateer. 

Forcing a wretched trade by beating down the sale, 
And seUkig basely by retail. 

The wits, I mean the Atheists of the age, [stage, 
Who fain would rule the pulpit as they no the 
Wondrous Fehners of philosophy. 

Of morals and divinity! 

By tlie new modish system of reducingidltOJeBS^; 
A^uiit all logic asd ^oadodiagJawff, 
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Do own th' effects of Prevtdentt, 

And yet deny the cause. 

V. 

This hopeful sect, now it begins to see 
How little, very little, do prevail 
Their first and phiefest force, 

To censure, to cry down, and rail. 

Not knowing wluit, or where, or who, you be. 

Will quickly take another course. 

And by tlieir never -failing ways 
Of solving all appearances they please, 

W e soon shall see them to their ancient methods fiiU, 
And straight deny you to be men, or any thing at 
1 laugh at the grave answer they will m^e, [all. 
Which they have always ready, general, and cheapo 
^ris but to say that we daily meet. 

And by fond mistake 

Perhaps imagine to be wondrous wit, 

And think, alasj to be by mortals writ^ 

Is but a crowd of atoms jostling in a heap, 

Which from eternal seeds b^On, [sun; 

.TosUing some thousand years, till ripen’d by tba 
They’re now, just now, as naturally born 
As from tlie womb of earth a field of com. 

VI. 

But as for poor contented me, 

Wiio must my weakness and my igRorancecQnfeM, 
That I believe in mbdhi ne’er can hope to set, 
Methinks I’m satilfy’d to guen 

SWJtT. VOL. I. K 
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That this new, dMiIc, and delightful srene, 

]ji wonderfully mov’d by some exalted men, 

'^ho have well studied in the world's disease, 
epidemic error and depraj^ity 
t)r in our judgment or our eye) 

That what surprises us can only please. 

Weoften search,contentcdl} ,the wlideworld round 
To make some greatdiscovery. 

And scorn it when *tis found. 

Just so the mighty Nile has suffer’d in its fame. 
Because *tis said (and pei4iaps only snid) 

We’ve found a little inconsiderable head 
That feeds the huge unequal stream. 

Consider human f(4iy, and you’ll quickly own 
That all tlie praises it can give, 

•By which some fondly boast they shall for ever 
Won’t pay th’ impertinence of being known jUve, 
Blse why should the fam’d Lydian king, 

Whom ^l the charms of an usurp’d wife and state. 
With all that power un&lt courts mankind to be 
* Pid with new unexperienc’d glories unit, [great, 
Still wear, still dote, on bis iuviublc ring? 

vn. 

Were I to form a regular thought of Fame, 
Which is perhaps as hairi t' imagine ng t 
As to paint Echo to the sight, 

I would not draw th* idea fK>ai ao empty name; 
Becauae^alas! when we all die. 

Careless and ignorant poslecity, 
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Altho* they praise ihc learning «nd the wit, 

And tho' tlie title seems to show 
The name and mnn by whom tlio book was writ^ 
Yet how shall they be brought to know 
Whether that very name was he, or you, or I? 
Less should 1 daub it o’er with transitory praise. 
And water-colors oi* tlicsc days; 

'I'htfsedavs ! where e’en th’ extravagance ot'poetiy 
Is at a loss <‘or figures to express 
Men's tolly, whimsies, and inconstancy, 

And by a faint description makes them less, [it? 
Tlicntell us wiiat is fame, where shall we search for 
Look where exalted Virtue and Religion sit 
Iiithron'd with heav’nly wit; 

Look where you see 

The greatest scorn of learned vanity, 

(And then how much a nothing is mankind! 
Whose reason is weigh’d down by popular air, 
Who by that vainly talks of bailing death, 

And hopes to lengthen life by a transfusion of breul^ 
Which yet whoe’er examines right will find 
To be an art as vain os bottling up of wind) 

And when you find out these, believe true fame is 
there, 

Far above all reward, yet to which nil is due; ' 
And this, ye great unknown! is only known ia you. 

vm. 

The juggling sea^d, when by chance trepaan’d 
By some itistructed <||ywriit doping on the miadp* 
Impatient of all answers, ^trai|^t became 
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faleajing brook, and strove to creep away 
Sifb Us native sea, 

at their follies, murmur'd in bis stream 
^i'^appointed of his fond desire, 
vanish in a pyramid ol 0k-e. 

This surly, slipp’ry god, when he design’d 
To furnish his escapes, 

Ke'er borrowM more variety of shapes 
Than you to please and satisfy mankind. 

And seem (almost) transformed to water, flame, and 
So well you answer’d all phenomenas there: [air, 
ITio* madmen and the 'wits, philosophers and fools, 
With all that factious or enthusiastic dotards dream, 
And all the incoherent jargou of the schools; 

Tho’ all the fumes of fear, hope, love, and shame, 
Contrive to shock your minds widi many a senseless 
doubt; 

Doubts where the Delphic god would grope in 
ignorance and night, 

The god of learning and of light 
Would want a god himself to help him out. 

IX, 

Philosophy, as it before us lies. 

Seems to have borrowed some ungrateful taste 
Of doubts, impertioence, and niceties. 

From ev’ry age thro’ which it past, 

But always with a stronger relish of the last. 

This beauteous queen, by Heav’o design’d 
Jo be the great original, ^ 
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Tor man to dreu and polisli his uncourtly mind^ 
111 what mock habits have they put her since the 

fall! 

More oft' in foi^'and madmen's hands thaosagtS| 
She seems a medley of all ages, 

With a huge furthingale'to swell her fustaan 8 ta£( 
A new commode, a top-knot, and a ruff, 

Her face patch’d o'er with modern pedantry, 

Witli a long sweeping train 

Of comments and disputes, ridiculous and vaiui 

All of old cut with a new dye: 

How soon have you restor’d her charms, 

And rid lier of tier lumber and her boolu ! 

Dress’d lieV again genteel and ucat, 

And rather tight than great ! 

How fond we are to court her to our arms! 

How much of Heav’n is in her naked looks! 

X. 

Thus theudeluding Muse oft’ blinds me to her wa^ 
And ev’n my very thoughts transfers, 

And changes all to beauty and the praise 
Of that proud tyrant sex of hers. 

The rebel-muse, alas! takes part 
But with my own rebellious heart, 

And you with fatal and immortal wit conspire 
To fan tb' unhf^py fire. 

Cruel unknown! what is it you ’intend? 

Ah! could you, could you hope a poet for your 
friend! 
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father forgive what my first transport said ; 

May all the blood which shall by woman’s scorn 
be shed 

lie upon you, and on your chil^en*s head ; 

For you, (ah! did 1 think I e'er should live to see 
The fatal time when that could be!) 

Have e’en increas'd their pride and cruelty. 
Woman seems now above all vanity grown. 

Still boasting of her great unknown 

Platonic champions, gam'd without one female wile, 

Or the vast charges of a smile ; 

Which 'tis a shame tu see how much of late 
You've taught the cov’tous wretches to o’er-rate, 
And which tliey've now the conscience to w'eigh 
In the same balance with our tears, 

And witli such tcaiity wages pay 

The bondage and the slavery of years. [us. 

Let the vain sex dream on, their empirecomes from 

And had they common generosity 

They would not use us thus. 

Well — tho' you've -ais’d her to this high degree, 
Ourselves are rais'd as well as she; 

And, spite of all that (hey or you can do, 

'Tis pride and happiness enough to me 
Still to be of the same exalted sex with you. 

XL 

Alas! hew fleeting and how vain 

la even the nobler man, our learningjAnd oor wit! 

I sigh whene'er I think of it; 
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As at the clu'^inp; an unhappy scene 
Of some great king and conquVor’s death. 

When the sad melancholy Muse 
Stays but to catch his utmost breath : 

1 grieve this noble work, so happily begun, 

So quickly and so wonderfully carry’d on, 

Must fall at last to interest, folly, and abuse. 
There is a noon-tide in our lives, 

Which still the sooner it arrives, 

Altho’ we boast onr winter sun looks bright, 

And foolishly are glad to see it at its height, 

Yet so much sooner comes the long and gloomy 
No conquest ever yet begun, [night. 

And by one miglity hero cai’ried to its height, 
E’er flourish’d under a successor or a son ; 

It lost some mighty pieces thro* all hands it past, 
And vanish'd to an empty title in the last : 

For when the animating mind is fled, 

(Which Nature never can retain, 

Nor e'er call hack again,) 

The body, tho’ gigantic, lies all cold and dead. 

XII. 

And thus undoubtedly 'twill fare 
With what unhappy men shall dare 
To be successors to these great unknown 
On Learniug’s high-established throne. 

Censure; and Pedantry, and Pride, 

Numberless nationsi stretching far and 
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Shall (1 foresee it) sooa with Gothic swarms come 
forth 

From Ignorance^s universal North, 

And with blind rage break all tbs peaceful govern* 
Yet shall these traces of your wit remain, [meiit; 
Like a just map, to tell the vast extent 
Of conquest in your short and happy reign, 

And to all future mankind shew 
How strange a paradox is true, 

That men, who liv’d and dy'd without a name. 
Are the chief heroes in die sacred hstof Fame. 


MES. HARRISES PETITION 

TO TSllB EXCELLEKCIKS 

THE LORDS TOSTICES OF IRELAND, 

WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1699, 

Tlie humble petition of France* Hurli, 

Who muit starve, and die a^j^ if it aUcaities, 

Humbly ihewetkf 

That I went to warm myself in Lady Betty*li 
chamber, because 1 was cold; 

And I had in a purse seven pounds four shillings 
and sixpence, beiidis faitfaioo, inmteiey ai^ 
piW; 
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bo, because 1 had been buying things for my La ly 
last niiiht, 

I was resolv’d to tell my money, to see if it was 
right. 

Now you must know, because my trunk has a-' 
very bad lock, 

Theicfoie all the money I have, which, God 
knows, IS a very small stock, 

I keep in my pocket, ty'd about my middle, neat 
to iny smock: 

So when 1 went to put up my purse, as God would 
have It, my smock was unrip t, 

Aud, instead of putting it itilo my pocket, down 
It slipt : 

Then the bell rung, and I w'cpt down to put my 
Lady to bed; 

And, God knows, I thougiit my money was as 
safe as iny lua rlenliead : 

So whdn 1 came up again, 1 found my popketfoei 
very light ; 

But when 1 search’d, and miss’d my purse. Lord ! 
I thought 1 sho^ have sunk outright. 

' Lord ! fdadami* sir|k Mary, * how d’ye do?* 
“ Indeed,” says If** never worse; 

** But pray, Mai 7 , can you tell what 1 have done 
“ with my purse ?” 

* Lord hplp mei' said Mary, * 1 never stirr'd out 
* of this place/ 

¥ »au| I, I had It in Lady Betty's chant* 
“ her^ that's a plain case." 



80 


MISCELLAKEOrS POFMS. 


So Mary got me to bed, and cover'd me up warm; 
However, she stoic away my garters, that 1 might 
do myself no harm : 

So I tumbled and toss’d all night, as you may very 
well think, [wink. 

But hardly ever set my eyes together, or slept a 
8o 1 was a-dream’d, methought, that we went and 
search'd the folks round, 

And in a corner of Mrs. Duke's box, ty'd in a rag, 

' the money was found. 

So next morning we told Whittle, and he fell a 
swearing; 

llien my Dame Wadgar came, and she, you know, 
is thick of hearing : 

* Dame,* said I, as loud as I could bawl, * do 

* ^ou know what a loss I have had ?* 

** Nay/’ said she, ^ my Lord Colway’s folks are all 
“ very sad; 

** Formy Lord Dromedary comes a Tuesday with- 
** out faiL” 

* Pugh!* said I, * but that’s not the4>uB*iio8t 8iat 

* I ail.’ 

Says Cary, says he, * 1 have been a servant this 
^ 6ve-and-tweiity yhars come spring, 
i And in all the plaws 1 liv’d 1 never heard of 

* such a thing.’ 

^ Yos,” says the steward, " 1 remember, wlien I 
" was at my Lady Siirewsbufys, ' 

« Such a thing as this happen’d just ehmit^tlw timi 
" of gooseberries." 
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MftS. RAKRIs’iS PETITION. 

So I went to the party suspected, and I found her 
full of grief, 

(Now you must know, of all things in the world, 
} liatc a thief,) 

However, I was resolv’d to bring the discourse 
slily about: 

‘ Mrs. Dukes,’ said I, ‘ here’s an ugly accident 
' has happen'd out : 

* Tis not that 1 value the money three skips of a 

* louse, 

* But the thing I stand upon is the credit of tlit 

* house. 

^ ’Tis true, seven pounds four shillings and six- 
‘ pence makes a great liole in my wages; 

^ Besicles, as they say, service is no inheritance in 

* these ages. 

* Now, Mrs. Dukes, you know, and cveiy body 

' * understands, 

* Th*t tho' 'tis hard to judge, yet money can't go 

without hands/ 

" The devil ril!ke mo,” said she, (blessing herselQ 
“ if ever 1 saw't 

So she ro^d like a Bedlam^ as tho* I Iiad call’d her 
all to naught. 

^ you know, what could ” Z say to her any 
more.^ 

1 e’n left her, and came away as wise as I was be- 
fore. 

Well, but then they woiufd hUve had me gone to 
the cunning man ; 
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said I, *■ 'tin the same thing, the chaplain 
will be here anon/ 

po the chaplain came in. Now the servants say 
' ^ he is my sweetheart, 

Becaase he's always in my chanlter^ and I always 
take his pai t * 

So^ as the devil would have it, before 1 was aware, 
out I blunder’d, 

* Parson/ said I, * can you cast a nativity when a 

* body’s pluiKU r'd ?’ 

(Now you must know he hates to be called Par- 
son like the deiil,) 

** Truly,’’ says he, “ Mrs. Nab, it might become 
** you to he more civil ; 

If your money be gone, as a learned divine says, 
** d’ye sec, 

You are no text for my handling; so talvc that 
from me : 

** I w'as never taken for a conjurer before, I’d have 
you to know.’' 

* Lord !’ said I, * don't he angry. I’m sure I never 

‘ thought you so : 

^ Yon know I honour the cloth, 1 detilgn to be a 

* parson's wife; 

‘ I never took one in your coat for a conjurer in 
* ‘ all my life.' 

With that he twisted his girdle at me like a rope, 
as who should say. 

Now you may go hang yourself for me, and so went 
away. 
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Well ; I thought 1 should have swoon’d. ' Lord I* 
said I, * what slmli I do? 

‘ I have lost my money, and shall lose my true love 

* tew.* 

Then ray Lord callM me : ' Harry,* said my Lord, 
‘ don’t cry, 

‘ m give thee sometliiiig towards thy loss;* “ and,’* 
says ray Lady, “ so will 1.” 

■ Oh ! but,* says I, * what if, after all, my chap- 

* lain won’t come-to?’ 

For that,” he said, (aii’t please your Excel- 
leiicios,) “ I must petition you.’* 

The premises tenderly considered, I desire your 
Excellencies’ protection, 

And that I may have a share in next Sunday’s 
collection ; 

And, over and above, that I may have your Ex- 
cellencies’ letter, 

With an order fur the chaplain aforesaid, or, in- 
stead of him, a better : 

And then your poor petitioner, both night and 
day. 

Or the chaplain, for *tis his trade, os in duty 
bounds shall ever pray. 
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VERSES WRITTER IN A 

LADY’S IVORY TABLE-BOOK. 

Written in the year 1699. 

Peruse tny leaves thro* ev'ry part, 

And think thou seest mjr owner’s heart. 
Scrawl’d o’er with trifles thus, and quite 
As hard, as senseless, and as light, 

Expos’d to ev ’17 coxoomb’s ayes. 

But hid with caution from the wise. 

Here you may read, Dear charming Saint, 
Beneath, A new receipt for paint ; 

Here in beau-spelling, ^ Tru lel deth,’ 

There in her own, ‘ For an el bretli;’ 

Here, ’ lAively Nymph, pronounce my doom,’ 
There, * A safe way to use perfume;' 

Here, a page flll’d with billet-doux. 

On t’other side, * Laid out for shoes 
’ Madam, 1 die without your grace 
' Item, For half a yard of lace.’ 

Who that had wit would place it here. 

For ev’ry peeping fop to jeer. 

In pow’r of spittle and a cioUt, 

Whene’er he please to blot it out ; 

And, then, to heighten the disgrace, 

Clap his own nonsense in the place f 
Whoe’er expects to hold bis part 
In such a book and such a heart, 
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If he be wealthy and a fool. 

Is in all points the fittest tool ; 

Of whom It maybe justly said, 
lie’s a gold pencil tipp’d with lead. 


VANBRUGH’S HOUSE. 

BUILT FBOll THE RUINS OF WHITEHALL THAT WAS 
BURNT. 

Written in the year 1706. 

Iv times of old when Time was young. 

And poets their own verses sung, 

A verse could draw a stoae or beam. 

That now would overload a team, 
lead them a dance of many a mile. 

Then rear them to a goodly pile: 

£ach number had its diff'rent pow’r; 

Heroic strains could build a towV ; 

Soonetb or elegies to CUoria 
might raise a bouse about tsro stories ; 

A lyric ode would slate; a catch 
Would tile ; an epigram would thatch. 

But to their own or landlord’s cost, 

^ow poets feel this art is lost; 

Not one of all our.tunef^ throng 
Can raise a lodging for asong; 

I % 
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For Jove consider’d well the case, 
Observ’d they grew a nuni’rous race. 
And should they build as last as write, 
'Tw (jqld rum uiidertakers quite : 

Tills evd thcretbre to prc\cut. 

He w isely chang'd their element ; 

On earth tlie god of Wealth was made 
Sole patron of the building-trade. 
Leaving the wits the spacious air, 

AVith license to build castles there; 

And 'tis conceiv’d their old pretence 
To lodsje in garrets comes from thence. 

Premising thus, in modern way. 

The better half we have to say : 

Sing, Muse! the House of Poet Van, 

Jii higher strains than we began. 

\'aii (for hi the reader knpw it) 

Is boili a herald and a poet ; 

Ivio vyonder then if nicely skiU’4 
In both capacities to build. 

As herald, ha can in a day 
Repair a House gone to decay. 

Or by achievements, arms, device. 

Erect a new one in a trice i 
as a poet, he has skill 
lb build in speculation etilb 

* Great Jove|’ he ci^’d, * the art reatoro 

* To build by verse as lieretofore, 

* And make uiy Muse tlietarcliii^act; 

* Wi>4t palaces shall we erecti 
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* No longer shall forsaken Thames 

* Lament his old Whitehall in flames; 

* A pile shall from its ashes rise 

* Fit to invade or pr<^ the skies/ 

Jove smiled, and, like a gentle god. 

Consenting with the usual nod, 

Told V"an he knew his talent best. 

And left the choice to his own In-east : 

So Van resolv’d to write a farce ; 

But, well perceiving wit was scarce. 

With cunning that defect supplies. 

Takes a French play as lawful prize. 

Steals thence his plot and evVy joke. 

Not once suspecting Jove would smoke. 

And (like a wag) sat down to write, 

Would whisper to himself, A bite; 

Then from the motley-mingled style 
Proceeded to erect his pile. 

So men of old, to gain renown, did 
Build Babel with their tongues confounded. 

Jove saw the cheat, but thought it best 
To turn the matter Co a jest; 

Down from Olympus’ top he slid^ 

Laughing as if he’d burst his sides. 

' Ay,’ thought the god, * are these your tricks? 

* Why then old plays deserve old bricks ; 

* And since you’re sparhig of your stuff, 

* Your building shall bo small enough.’ 

Be spake, and, gmdgii^, lent his aid ; 

JIh’ experienc’d bsvks, Vmt knew their trade, 

I S 
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(As bring bricks at second hand,) 
ow move, and now in order sraiid. 

'I'iio building, as the poet writ., 

Ilosc in proportion to hij* %vit- 
And fn^t the prologue built a wqfUi 
So wide as to encompass all; 

The scene, u wood, produc’d no more 
'I'han a few scrubby trees before : 

The plot as yet lay deep, and so 
A cellar next was dug below ; 

Fiut this a work so hard was found, 
l"wo acts it cost him under ground : 

1 wo other acts, we may presume, 

AVere spept in building each a room. 

Thus far advafficM, he made a shift 
To rpise a roof with act tlic fifth ; 

The epilogue behind did frame 
A place not decent here to name. 

Now poets from pU quarters ran 
To see the House of Brother \^au; 

" J/joL’d high and low, walk'd often round. 
Blit no such House was to be found. 

One asks tlie waterman hard by. 

Where may tlie poet's palace lie? 
Another of the Thames inquires 
If he has seen its gilded spires? 

At length they in the rubi^sh spy 
A thing resembling tt goose^pye : 

Thither in haste the poets tliroiig;. 

And gate in silent wonder long^ 
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Till one in raptures thus began 
Tof)raise tlie pile and builder Van. 

‘ Thrice happy Poet ! who may’st trail 

* Thy House about thee like a snail ; 

*• ( )r, harness'd to a nag, at ease 

‘ Take jouniies in it like a chaise ; 

^ Or in a boat, whene'er thou wilt, 

‘ Canst make it serve thee for a tilt. 

*• Capacious House ! ’tis own'd by all 
‘ Tliou’rt well contriv'd, tho' thou art small; 
‘ For ev'ry wit in Biitain's isle 

* May lodge within thy spacious pile. 

^ IJke Bacchus thou, as poets feign, 

' Thy mother burnt, art born again, 

*' Born like a pheenix from the flame, 

* But neither hulk nor sliape the same : 

* As animals of largest size 

' Corrupt to maggots, worms, and flies, 

^ A type of modern wit and style, 

* The rubbish of an ancient pile ; 

* So diymists boast they have a powV, 

* From the dead ashes of a flowV 

* Some faint resemblance to produce, 

^ But not tile virtue, taste, or juice. 

*■ Some modem rhymers wisely blast 

* The poetry of ages past, 

‘ Which after tliey have overthrown, 

‘ They fiom itf niinB build their own.’ 
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■ TO '^E EARL OF P£TERB(HlO', 

WHO toMVAVDED THE 

BRinsri FORCES IN 

Written in the year 1705. 

IVIoRHANTO fills the trump of Fame, 

Tlie Christian world his deeds proclaini, 
d^d prims are crowded with his name. 

In joumies he outrides the post. 

Sits up till midnight with bis iiost^ 

Tiilkb politics, and gives the toast. 

Knows ev'ry prince in Europe’s face. 

Flies like a squib from place to plaoi^ 

And travels not, but fans a race. 

From Pans Gazette ArUMBain, 

Hiis day arriv'd, without his trails 
Alordonto, in a week from Spain. 

A messenger comes all a-reek 
Mordanto at Madrid to seek; 

He left the town above a week. 

Next day the postboy winds hisliofi^ 

And rides thro' Dover in the morn; 

Mordauto's landed from Leghorn. 



TO THE EARL OF PETER BCRO’. VT 

Morilanto gallops on alone, 

Tike roads are with his fuirwcrs strown, 

I'Kib breaks a ghth, and diat a bone : 

Ills body, active as his mind, 

Kcturaiiig sound in limb and wind, 

Except so ue leather lost beiiind. 

A skeleton in outward figure, 

>Iis jneagie corpse, tlio' full of vigour, 

Would halt behind him were it bigger. 

So wonderful his expedition, 

W hen you have not the least suspicion. 

He’s wiUi you like an apparition, 

Shiues in all climates like a star; 

3u senates bold, and fierce in war; 

A laud^coinmaudcr and a tar. 

Heroic actions early bred in, . 

Ne’er to be match’d in modern reading. 

But by his name^ke Cliarlea of Sweden. 



t 98 ] 


MOTTO ON WHITSUEI>S COACH*. 

LXBERTAS £T NATALS SO AfN ! 

LIBERTY AND MY NATIVE COUNTRY! 

Written in the ^ear 1706. 

LtBERTAS et natale solum ! 

Fine words! I wonder where you stole ’em; 

Could nothing but thy^diief reproach 
Serve for u Motto ou thy Coach ? 

Bui let me now the words translate: 

Jiatale solum, my eMate; 

My dear estate ! how well I love it ! 

My teiiaiits, if you daub% will prove it^ 

Tiiey swear I am so kiiKl and good, 

1 hug them till I squeem tiieir blood. 

JJUbertas bears a large import: 

First, how to swagger in a court; 

And, secondly, to shew my fugr 
Against an uncomplying jury : 

And, thirdly, 'tis a new invention 
To favour Wood, and keep my pensions 
And, fourtliiy, ’lis to play an odd trick, 

Get the great seal, and turn out Brod’ricks 

• The noted Chief Justice, who twice Msseeutad the Dmplw. 
md dissolved the Jusy fu' not andiag the ||bUl apuaw 
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And, fifthly, (you know whom I mennj 
To homile that vciatious Dean : 

And, bixtldy, for my soul to barter it. 

For fifty times its wortli, to Carteret. 

Now since your Motto thus you construe, 
1 must contesb you’ve spoken once true. 
Libertas et natale solum ! 

You hud good reason when you stole ’em. 


ON MRS. BIDDY FLOYD: 

OB, lUE RECEIPT TO FORM A BEAl'TV. 

Written in the year 1707. 

W HEM Cupkl did his grandsire Jove entreat 
To form some Beauty by a new Receipt, 

Jove sent, and found, for ui a country>scene. 
Truth, innocence, good-notare, look serene : 
From wiiich ingredients, first the dextVous boy 
Pick’d the demure, the awkward, and the coy : 
The Graces from the court did next provide 
Breeding, and wit, and air, and decent pride ; 
These Veaiis gleans from every spurious gram 
Of nice coquette, afieclcd, pert, and vain : 
Jove mix’d up all, and his best clay eiB|>foy’d, 
Then calFd the happy composition Floyd. 
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APOLLO OUTWITTED. 

To the Honourahlf Mrt. Finek^ afterwards Counted if 
WtncheUea, under her name Atdelia. 

AVUIT^£^ IN THE YEAR 1707. 

pHOKBUS, now shortening cv'ry shade, 

Up to the nortiuTii tropic came. 

And tlience beheld a lovely maid 
Attending on a royal dame. 

The god laid down his feeble rays, 

Then lighted from his gliuTing coach, 

J3iit fenc’d his head wirh his ow u bays. 

Before he durst the nymph approach. 

Under those sacred leaves, secure 
From common lightning of the skies, 

He fondly thought he might endure 
The flashes of Ardelia's eyes. 

Tlie nymph who oft bad read in books 
Of that bright god whom bards invoke. 

Soon knew Apollo by bis looks, 

And guess’d his business ere he spoke. 

He in the old celestial cant 

Confess’d his flame, and swore by Stya 

Whate’er she would* desire, to 'grant.'— 

But wise Ardelia knew Us tricks. 
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Ovid had warn'd her to beware 

Of* strolling gods, whose usual trade is, 
Uudor pretence of taking air. 

To pick up sublunary ladies. 

Howe'er, she gave no flat denial, 

As having malice in her heart. 

And was resolv’d, upon a trial, 

To cheat ilic god in his own art. 

* Hear my request,* the vii^in said; 

* r^et which I please of ail the Nine 

* Attend whene’er I want their aid, 

‘ Obey my call, and only mine.' 

By vow oblig’d, by passion led, 

The god could not refuse her pray’r; 
He wa\'’d his wreath thrice o’er her head. 
Thrice mutter’d something to tlie air. 

And now he thought to seize his due; 

But she the cliarm already try’d : 

Thalia heard tlie call, and flew 
To wait at bright Ardelia's side. 

On sight of this celestial prude, 

Apollo thought it vain to stay ; 

Nor ill her presence durst be rude, 

But made his leg, and went away^ 


X 
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lie to find some lucky hour 
When (m die Queen the Muses wait; 
Bnt Pallas owns Ardelia’s pow’r. 

For vows divine are kept by 

Then, full of rage, Apollo spoke ; 

* Deceitful Nymph! I see thy ar^ 

* And tho* I caii*t my gift revoke, 

* I’ll disappoint its nobler part. 

^ Let stubborn pride possess thee long, 

^ And be thou negligent of fame ; 

* With ev’ry Muse to grace thy song, 

* May’st thou despise a poet’s name, 

* Of modest poets be thoo first; 

* To silent diades repeat thy verse, 

* Till Fame and Echo almost burst, 

‘ Yet hardly dare one line rehearse. 

And last, my vengeance to complete,-— 
‘ May you desceud, to- take renown, 

* Piev ail’d on by the thing you bate, 

^ A Whig, and one that wears a gown/ 
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BAUCIS AND PHILEMON. 

IMITATED FROM OVXD^ BOOK VIXI. 

Wr^ten about the year 1708. 

In miclcnt times, as story tells. 

The saiDts would often leave their cells. 
And stroll about, but hide their qmility, 

To try good people's hospitality. 

It happen'd on a winter night. 

As Autiiors of the legend write. 

Two brothel hennits, saints by trade. 
Taking their tour in masquerade, 

Disguib’d in tatter'd habits, went 
To a small i iii«ige down in Kent, 

Where, m the stroller's canting sCj^n, 

They begg'd from door to door m 'vaio. 
Try'd ev'ry tone might pity win, 

But not a soul would let them in. 

Our wand'rmg saints lu woful state, 
Treated at this ungodly rate. 

Having thro' all the village past. 

To a small cottage came at last. 

Where dwelt a good old honest ye’maa. 
Call'd in the neighbourhood Philemon, 

Who kindly did theae saints invite 
In his poor but to pass the night; 

And then the hospitable sire 
Bid Goody Baucis mend fire,— 

1(9 
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While he from out the chimney took 
A Hitch of bacoa off the hook, 

Aud trccly hoin the fadcst sulc 
Cut uullar^c slices to he fry’d, 

Tlien stepp’d aside to fetch ’em dnuik, 

Fill’d a large ]ug up to tlic brink, 

And saw ii taiily twice go round. 

Yet (wliat u wonderful !) tliey found 
’Twas still replenish’d to the top, 

As if they liarl not touch'd a drop. 

The good old couple were antiax’d. 

And oiten on each otiicr gu^’d, 

For both were Inghton'd to the heart, 

And just began to cry — What art! 

Then softly turn’d aside to view 
Whether the lights were buruuig blue. 

The gentle pilgnpis, soon aware on’t, 

Told them their calling and their errant. 

* Good folks! you need nut be atraid, 

* We are but saints,’ the hermits s«iid : 

^ No hurt shall come to you or yours ; 

^ But for that pack of churlish boors, 

‘ Not ht to hvc on Cbristiaii giound, 

^ They and their houses shall be drown’d, 

^ Whilst you sliall see your cottage rise, 

‘ And grow a church betore your eyes.* 

1 hey scarce had spoke, when fair:^id soft 
The roof began to mount alutt; 

Aloft rose ev'iy beam and ratter, 
heavy wall chmb’d ^owly after. 
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The chimney widen’d and grew high’r, 
Became a steeple with a spire. 

The kettle to the top was hoiet. 

And there ^tood fasten’d to a joist, 

But with the upside down, to show 
Its inclination for below t 
In vain, for a superior force 
Apply’d at bottom stops its course; 

Doom’d ever in suspense to dwell, 

•Tis now no kettle, but a bell. 

A wooden jack, which had almost 
Lost by disuse the art to roast, 

A sudden alteration feels, 

Increas’d by new intestine wheels. 

And, what exalts the wonder more. 

The number made the motion slow’r. 

The dier, tho’ it had leaden feet. 

Turn’d round so quick you scarce could see*t; 
But, slacken’d by some secret pow’r, 

Now hardly moves an inch an liour. 

Tlie jack and chimney, near ally’d. 

Had never left each other’s side; 

The chimney to a steeple grown, 

The jack would not be left alone. 

But, up against the steeple rear’d, 

Became a clock, and still adher’d; 

And still its lov'e to household-cares. 

By a shrill voice, at moon declares,^ 

Warning the coerfn-maid not to born 
That roastrm^ which it cwMtot tufo. 
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Tlic pnnninipchatr began to crawl, 
like a hiit^c soail, along the wall. 

There stuck aloft in public view. 

And, with small change, a pulpit grew. 

The popringers, that in a row ^ 
Hung high, and made a glitt*nng show. 
To a less noble suli^taiice chang'd. 
Were now but leathern buckets rang’d. 

The ballads pasted on the wall, 

Of Juan of rrunce and English Moll, 
Fair Rosamond and llobin Hood, 

The Little Children in the Wood, 

Now seem’d to look abundant better. 
Improv’d in picture, sixe, and letter. 
And, high in order piacM, describe 
The heraldry of evVy tribe. 

A bedste^ of the antique mode. 
Compact i^imber many a load. 

Such as our ancestors did use. 

Was metamorphos’d into pews. 

Which still their ancient nature keep. 
By lodging folks dispos’d to sleep. 

The cottage, by such feats as these. 
Grown to a church by just degrees,— « 
The hermits then desir’d their host 
To ask for what he faucy’d moat. 
Philemon, having paus’d a while. 
Return’d them thanks in homely style ; 
Then said, ' My house, is grown so hne, 
< Methiaks I atill woidd caU it mine;. 
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< Pm old, and fain would live at ease ; 

* Make me the Parson if you please.’ 

Ue spoke; and presently he feels 
llis grazier’s coat fall down his heels ; 

He sees, yet hardly can believe, 

About each arm a pudding-sleeve; 

His waistcoat to acassoc grew,* 

And both assum’d a sable hue, 

But, being old, continued just 
As threadbare and us full of dust. 

His talk was now of tythes and dues; 

He smok’d his pipe and read the news, 

Knew how to preach old sermons neat. 
Vamp’d hi the preface and^the text ; 

At clirist’iiings well could act his part, 

And had the service all by heart; 

Wish’d Women might have cliildren fast, 

And tliought whose sow had farrow’d last; 
Against Dissenters would repine, 

And stood up Arm for r^ht divine ; 

Found his head fill’d with many a system ; 
But classic authors, — he ne’er miss’d ’em. 

Thus having furbiah’d up a parson, 
pame Baucis next they play’d their farc^ on. 
Instead of home-spun coifs were seen 
Good pinners edg’d with Colberteen ; 

Her petticoat, transform’d apace. 

Became black sattio flounc’d with lace. 

Plain Goody would no longer down ; 

’Twai Madami in her grogottn gown. 
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Philemon was in grent surpriee, 

And hardly could believe his eyes, 

Amaz'd to see her lr>ok so prim. 

And she admir’d as much at him. 

Thus happy in their change of life 
Were sev'ral years this man and wife, 

When on a day, which prey'd their last, 
Discoursing o'er old stories past. 

They went by chance, amidst their talk, 

To the church-yard to take a walk,— 

When Baucis hastily cry'd out, 

• My Dear, I see your forehead sprout!' 

" Sprout quoth the man ; ^ what's this you tell us? 
" I hope you don't beHfeve me jealous; 

^ But yet, methinks, I feel it true; 

And really yours is budding too— ' 

Nay, — now I cannot stir my foot ; 

** It feels as if 'twere taking root," 

Description would but tire my Muse ; 

In short, they were both turn’d to yews. 

Old Goodman Dobson of the Green 
Remembers he die trees has seen ; 

He'll talk of them from noon till night, 

And goes with folks to shew the sight i 
On Sundays, after ev’ning pray'r, 

He gathers all the parish then; 

Points out the place of either yew, 

Here Bauois, diere Philemon, grew; 

Till once a parson of our town, 

To mentl his Bern, oot Bt ris down. 
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At which *tis Imrd to be believ’d 
How much the other tree was griev’d, 
(I’rcw sci ubbf, dy'd a-top, was stunted; 
iio the next parson stubbed and burnt it. 


THE 

HISTORY OF VANBRUGH’S HOUSE. 

WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1708. 

\V HFN Mother Clud had rose from play, 

And call’d to take the cards away, 

Vail SAW, but seem’d not to regard, 

How Miss pick’d ev’^ry painted card. 

And, busy both with hand and eye, 

Soon rear’d a Bouse two stones high. 

V sell’s genius, without thought or lecture, 

Is liugely turn’d to architecture ; 
lie view'd the edifice, and smil’d. 

Vow’d it was pretty for a child: 

It was so perfect in its kind, 

He kept the model in his mind. 

But when he found Uie boys at play, 

And saw them dabbling in their clay, 
lie stood heltqid a stall to luf k, 

And mark the progress of their work ; 

With true delight observ’d them all 
Raking up mud to buU<|>« walls 



Tbe plan he much admir’d, and took 
The model in hia table-bo^; 
nought lumaelf now exactly skUrd, 

And so resolv'd a House to build, 

A real House, with rooms and stairs, ^ 
Five times at least as big as theirs; 
Taller than Miss’s by two yards; 

Not a sham thing of clay or cards: 

And so he did ; for in a while 
He built up such a monstrous pile. 

That no two chairmen could be found 
Able to lift it from the ground. 

Still at Whitehall it stands ^in view. 

Just in the place where fint it grew ; 
There all the little schoolboys run, 
£nvying to see themselves outdone. 

From such deep rudiments as these. 
Van IS become, by due degrees. 

For building fam’d, and justly redlMni'd 
At court Vitruvius the : 

Nq wonder, since wise authors show 
i best foundations must be low : 

I now the Duke has wisely ta>fi him 
} be his architect at Blenheim, 
ut, raillery for once a part, 

Jf this rule holds in ev’iy art, ^ 

Or if his Grace were no more skill’d in 
Tlie art of batt’ring walls than b uihllag ^ 
We might espect to see next yeiw 
A mouse-trap-meo eluef epgjmMc, 
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MERUN>S PlQjjpHECr. 

Seven and ten addyd to nine, 

Of Fraunce her woe this is the sygne; 

Tamys rivere twys y-froaen, 

Walke sans wetyng shoes ne hozen. 

Then comyth fooithe, ich understondf^ 

From towne of stoffe to fattyn lond^ 

An hardie chiftan*, woe the mome, 

To Fraunce that evere he was bom* 

Then shall the Fyshef beweyle his bosse; 

Nor shall grin Berryst make up the losse. 

Youge Symnelejl shidl again miscarrye ; 

And Norways pryd§ again shall marrey: 

And from the tree where blosums feele^ 

Rife fruit shall come, and aU is wele* 

Heaums shall daunce honde in bonde^p 
And it shall be merye in old Xnglonde; 

Then old Inglonde shall be no morep 
And no man shall be sorie therefore, 

Geiyon** shall liave three bedes agaync^ 

Till Hapsbuige^ makyth them but twayaAp 

• D. of Marlboroufh* t The J)Kipbln« t D. oTBeiiT. 

I The yottoi Pretender. f Q. Jiane. H By the Union. 
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A TOWN ECLOGUE. 1710. 

Scene,-* T h£ Royal Exchange. 

CORYDON. 

Now the Iceen rigour of the winter ’t» o’er, 

No hail descends, and frosts can pinch no more; 
Whilst other girls confess the genial spring, 

And laugh aloud, or amorous ditties sing, 

Secure from cold their lovely necks display, 

And throw each uscle«s chaBng-dish away; 

Why sits my Phillis discontented here, 

Nor feels the turn of the revolving year f 
Why on that brow dwell sorrow and dismay, 
Where Loves were wont to sport, and Smiles tf) piny? 

J’HILLIS. 

Ah, Corydon ! survey the 'Change around, 
Through all the 'Change no wretch like me is found: 
Alas ! the day, when I, poor heedless maid, 

Was to your rooms in Lincoln's-Inn betray'd; 
Then how you swore, howmany vows you made ! 

Ye listening Zephyrs, that o’erheard his love, 
Waft the soft accents to the gods above. 

AlasI, tlie day; for {oh, eternal shame !) 

1 sold your handkercliiefs, and lost my fume. 
CORYDON. 

When I forget the favour you bestow’d, 

Red herrings shall be spawn’d in Tyburn Road, • 
Fleet-street transform'd become u flowery green, 
And mass be sung wliere operas are seen ; 
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The wealthy cit, and the St. James’s beau. 

Shall change their quarters, and their joys forego ; 
Stock-jobbing this to Jonathan's shall come, 

At the Grooiu Porter’s that pla} off his plum. 

PHILLIS. 

But what to me does all that love avail. 

If, while I doze at home o’ei porter’s ale, 

Kuch night with wine and wenches you regale? 
My live-long hours in anxious cares are past, 

And raging hunger lays my beauty waste. 

On templars spruce in vain I glances throw. 

And with shrill voice invite them as they go. 
Expos’d in vain my glossy ribands shine. 

And unregarded wave upon the twine. 

The week flies round; and, when my profit’s known, 
1 hardly clear enough to change a crown. 

CORYDON. 

Hard fate of virtue, thus to be distrust, 

TlTou fairest of thy trade, and far the best ! 

As fruitinen’s stalls the summer-market grace, 
And ruddy peaches them ; as first ill place 
Plum-cake is seen o’er smaller pastry ware, ' 

And ice on thal^^ so Phillis does appear 
In play-house and in park, above the rest ' 

Of belles mechanic, elegantly drest. 

PHILLIS. 

. And yet Crepundia, that conceited fair. 

Amidst her to 3 rs, affects a saucy air, 

And views me hourly with a sooniful eye. 

SWIFT. voi»l. X. 
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CORVDON. 

She might as mrcU with bright Cleora vie. 

PHILLIS. 

With this lojrge petticoat I strive in Htip 
To hide roy fully past, and coming pain : 
rris now no secret ; she, and fifty more. 
Observe the symptoms I had once before : 

A second babe at Wapping must be plac’d. 
When I scarce hear the charges of the last. 

CORYDON. 

What I could raise 1 sent; a pound of plums, 
Five shillings, and a coral for his gums ; 
To-murrow I intend him soxnediing move. 

PHILl IS. 

I sent a frock and pRlr of shoes before. 
CORYDON. 

However, you shall home with me to-night, 
Forget your cares, and revel in delight. 

1 hswe in store a pint or two of wine. 

Some cracknels, and the remnant of a chine. 

And now on cither side, and all around, 

The weighty shop-boards fall and bars resound; 
Each readj sempstress slips hor pattens on, 

And tics her hood, preparing to be geme. 
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A DESCRIPTION op the MORNING. 

WRITTEK about the tear 1712. 


Now hardly hero and there an hackney-coach 
Appearing, shew’d tlie ruddy Morn*s approach; 
Now Betty from her master’s bed had {town, 

And softly stole to discompose her own : 

The slipshod ’prentice frbm his master’s door 
Had par’d the dirt, and sprihkled round the floor; 
Now Moll had whirl’d her mop with dext’rous airs. 
Prepar’d to scrub tl\g entry and the stturs : 

The youth with broomy stumps began to trace 
Tlie kennel’s edge, where wheels had worn the 
place: 

The small-coal man was heard with oadcnce deep. 
Till drown’d in shriller notes of chimney-sweep : 
Duns at his Lordship’s gate began to meetj 
And brick-dust Moll had screamM thro’ half tlie 
The turnkey now liis flock returning seei^ ^street: 
Duly let out amights to steal for fees: 

The watchful bailifls take their silent stands, 

And school-boys log with satchels their hands. 


L 2 



t 116 ] 


lilE VIRTUES or 

SID HAMET THE MAGICIAN’S ROD. 

WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 

The Rod was but a harmless wand 
While Moses held it in his band, 

But soon e'er he laid it down, 

’Twas a devouring serpent grown. 

Our great Magician, Hamet Sid, 

Reverses what the prophet did; 

His Rod was honest English wood, 

That senseless in a comer stood, 

Till, metamorphos’d by bis gtasp, 

It grew an all-deyourhig asp; 

Would hiss, and sting, and roll, and twist. 

By the mere vktue of his fist ; 

But when he laid it down, as quick 
Resum'd the figure of a stick. 

,So to her midnight-feast the hag 
Rides oil'' a broomstick fora nag. 

That, raisM by magic of her breech. 

O’er sea and land conveys the witch, 

But with the paorning-dawn resumes 
Ttie-peaceful state of common brooms. 

They tell us something strange and odd 
About a certain magic rod. 

That, bending down its top, divines 
A^licne’er the soil has golden mines ; 



TH£ magician’s ROD. 

Where there are node it stands erect, 
Scorning; to shew the least respect: 

7\b ready was die wand of Sid 
To bend where golden mines were hid; 
In Scottish hills found precious ore, 
Where none e’er look’d for it befru'C ; 
And by a gentle bow divin’ti 
How well a cully’s purse was lin'd ; 

To a forlorn and broken rake. 

Stood without motion, like a stake. 

The rod of Hermes was renown’d 
For charms above and under gi*ound ^ 

To sleep could mortal eyelids fix. 

And drive departed souls to Styx : 

That rod was just a type of Sid’s, 

Which o’er a British senate’s lids 
Could scatter (^ium full as WeU, 

And drive as many souls to bell. 

Sid's Rod was slender, white tuid tall, 
Which oft’ lie us’d to fish withal ; 

A plaice was fasten’d to the hook. 

And many score of gudgeons took ; 

Yet still so happy was his fate, 

He caught his fish and sav’d his bait. 

Sid’s brethren of the conj’ring tribe 
A circle with their rods describe. 

Which proves a magtoai nsdoubt 
To keep mischievous spants out. 

Sid’s Rod was of A stride, 

Aijd mode a oirole thr^ as wide, 
lS 
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Where spirits throng’d with hideous din, 
And he stood there to take them in ; 

But When th' enchanted Rod was broke. 
They vanish’d in a stinking smoke. 

Achilles* sceptre was of wood, 
like Sid’s, but nothing near so good. 

That dov.n from ancestors divine 
Transmitted to the hero’s line, 

Thence thro* a long descent of kings. 
Came an heir-loom, as Homer sings. 

Tho’ this description looks so big. 

That sceptre was a sapless twig. 

Which from the fatal day, when first 
It left the forest where 'twas nurst. 

As Homer tells us o'er and o’er. 

Nor leaf, nor fruit, nor blossom, bore. 
Sid's sceptre, full of juice, did shoot 
In golden boughs and golden fruit ; 

And he (he dragon, never sleeping. 
Guarded each fair Hesperian pippin. 

No liohby horse with gorgeous top. 

The dearest in Charles Mather’s shop, 

Or glitt’riug tinsel of May-fair, 

Co>dd with this Rod of Sid compare. 

Dear Sidl then, wl|y wert thou so mad 
To break thy Rod like naughty lad ? 

You should have kiss’d it in yonr distress^ 
And then return it to ypur mistress, 
Oypoade it a New-mark^t switch, 
not a Rod for diy oim hreo^: 
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But ^,ix\re old Sid hat broken thit^ 
Ills nexi may be a Bod in piss. 


ATLAS : 

OR, THE MINISTER OF Sl’ATE. 

TO THE LORD IREAbURER OXFORD, 

Written in the year 1712. 

Atlas, we read in ancient sonp;, 

\Vas &o exceeding tall and strong, 

He bore the skies upon bis back, 

Just as a pedlar does his pack; 

Blit as a pedlar over-prest, 

Unloads upon a stall to rest. 

Or, when he can no longer stand. 

Desires a friend to lend a hand ; 

•So Atlas, lest the pondVous spheres 
Should sink and fdl about his ears, 

Got Hercules to bear the pile, 

That he might sit and rest a while. 

Yet Hercules was not so strong. 

Nor could have borne it half so long. 

Great statesmen afc in this conditioqi 
And Atlas is a politician , 

A premier minister of sCkte 
AJcides one of second mte. 
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4^uppose, then, Atlas ne’er so wise, 

Yet when the weight of kingdoms lies 
Too long upon his single shoulders, 

Sink down he must, or iind upholders, ^ 


CORINNA. 

WRITTEN IN TIIE YEAR 1712 

This day (the year I dare not tell) 

Apollo play’d the midwife’s part ; 

Into^the world Corinna fell, 

And he endow’d her with his art : 

But Cupid with a Satyr Comes, 

Both softly to the cradle creep; 

Both stroke her hands and rub her gumS), 
While the poor child lay fast asleep. 

tlien Cupid thus : ' This little maid 
^ Of love shall always speak and write:^ 

* And 1 pronounce,* the Satyr said, 

* The world shall feel her scratch and bite.' 

Her talent fiAie dt^lay’d betimes; 

For in twice twelve revolving moons 

She seem’d to laugh and squall in rhymes, 

n And all her gestures Wetc lampoons. 
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At SIT ycnrs old the subtle jade 
Stole to the paiitry-door, and found 

Tlic butler \rith ray lady’s maid, 

And you may swear the tale went round. 

She made a song, how little Miss 
Was kiss'd and slobber'd by a lad; 

And how when Master went to p — , 

Misb came, and peep'd at all he had. 

At twelve a wit and a coquette, 

Marries fur love half whore, half wife; 

Cuckolds, elopes, and runs m debt; 

Turns autli'rcbs, and is Curll's for life. 

}{rr common-place book all gallant is. 

Of scandal now a cornucopia^ 

She pours it out in Atalantis, 

Or Memoirs of the new Utopiq. 


THE FABLE OF MIDAS, 

WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1712. 

]VIiDAS, we are in sfiory ti>kl, 

Turn’d ev’ry thing lie touch’d to gold : 

He chipp'd his beard ; the pieces round 
Glitter'd like spiqigles on the ground. 
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A codling, ore it wont his Up in, * 

Would straight become a golden pippin, 
lie call’d for drink ; you saw him sup 
Potable gold in golden cup. 

His empty paunch that he might fill, 

He suck’d his victuals thro* a quill ; 
Untouah’d it pass'd between his grindery 
Or*t had been happy for gold-finders. 

He cock’d his hat, you would have said 
Mambrino’s helm sidorn’d his head. 
W'hene’er he chanc’d his hands to lay 
On magazines of com or hay, 

Gold ready coin’d appear’d, instead - 
Of paltry provender and bread : 

Hence by wise farmers we are told. 

Old hay is equal to eld gold : 

And hence a critic deep main tains, 

Wc Icarn’d to weigh our gold by grains. 
This fool Jjiad got a lucky hit. 

And people fancy’d he had wit. 

Two gods their skill lu music try’d. 

And both chose Midas to decide; 

He against Phoebus’ harp decreed. 

And gave it for Pan’s oaten reed: 

The god of Wit, to shew his grudge, 
Clapt asses’ ears upon the judge; 

A goodly pair, erect and wide. 

Which he could neither gild uor hide« 
And now the virtue of his hands 
Was lost among Pactohie’ sandS| 
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Against whose torrent while he swims, 
The golden scurt' peels off his limbs : 

Fame spreads the news, and people travel 
From far to gather gojklen gravel : 

Midas, expos’d to ail their jeers, 

Had lost his art, and kept his ears. 

This tale inclines the gentle reader ] 

To tliink upon a certain leader, 

To whom from Midas down descends 
That virtue in the fingers’ ends. 

What else by perquisites are meant, 

By pensions, bribes, and three per cent. 
By places and oommissions sold. 

And turning dong itself to gold? 

By starving in the midst of store. 

As t’other Midas did before ! 

None e’er did modem Midas chute 
Sttigect or patron of his Muse, 

But found him thus th^ ment scon. 
That Phosbus must give place to Pan: 

He values not the poet’s praise. 

Nor will exchange his plums* for bays: 
To Pan alone rich misen call; 

And there’s the jest, for Pan is All. 

Here English wits be to seek ; 
Howe’er, 'ds a|l one in the Greek. 

Besides, it plainly now-appears 
Our Midas too bath MMe’ eaif^ 


• AsN(fcwsid.fiir,msosl, 
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^^'he^e every fool his mouth apjiiicis, 

A iid whispers iu a thousand lies : 

Such gross delusions could not pass 
Thro' any ears but of an ass. ^ 

But gold defiles with frequent touch; 

There's nothing fouls tlie hand so mucii ; 

And scholars give it for the cause 
or British Midas' dirty paws, 

Wliich while the senate strove to scour, 

They wash’d away the chymic power. 

While he his utmost strength apply’d, 

To swim against this pop'lar tide, 

I'hc golden spoils Hew off apace ; 

Here fell a pension, there a place ; 

The torrent merciless imbibes 
Commissions, perquisites, and bribes ; ^ 

By their own wei^t sunk to the bottom, 

Aluch good may't do 'ecn that liave caugtit ’em ; 
And Midas now neglected stands 
With asses’ ears and dirty hands. 


DR. SHERIDAN TO DR. SWIFT. 

Dear Dean, since in crews and pum you and I 
deal, 

Pray why is a woman a sieveapid a riddle ? 
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>TIs a ihoui’hf that canie into my noddle tliih 
inornipg, 

111 bod as I ky, Sir,a-tossing and turning. 

You’ll find, It* you read but a few of your histories. 
All women as lll\ c, all women are mysteries. 

'I’o find oul this riddle I know you'll be eager, 
And ^ake every one of the sex a Belpli'^gor. 

But tlmt will not do, for I mean to commend 
them : 

I swear without jest, I an honour intend them, 
lu a sieve, Sir, their antient extraction I quite 
tell, 

III a rMdle I give you their power and their title. 
This I told you hefbie : do you kno\v what I mean. 
Sir? 

* Not I, by my troth, Sir.*— Then refad it again, 
Sir. 

The reason I send you these lines of rhynjes 
double. 

Is purely through pity, to save you the trouble 
Of thinking two hours for a rhyme as you did 
last; 

When your Vegasns canter'd it triple, and rid 
fast. 

As for my little nag, wliich I keep at Parnassns, 
With Phtebus’s leave, to run with his asses, 

He goes slow and 8 ^,^and he never is jaded, 
While your fiery stead is whip|»'d, spurred,' basti- 
naded. 
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SIR, 

In reading your letter alone in my hackn^. 

Your damnable nddle my poor brains did radc 
nigh; 

And when with much labour the matter 1 cracky 
I found you mistaken in matter of fact. 

A woman's no sieve, (for with that ypu begin,) 
Because she lets out more than ere sbd t^kes in ^ 
And tliat she’s a riddle oan never be right, 

For a riddle is dark, but a woman is light: 

But grant her^ sieve, 1 can say something archer, 
Pray wliat is a'man ? he’s a 6ne linen searcher. 

Now tell me a thing that wants interpretatioB, 
What name for a maid was the first man’s dam- 
nation? 

If your Worship will pkaaa |o explain me this 
rebus, 

I swear from henceforward yea ihpU be my Phoe- 
bus. 


Wiy hackm^i^^c$ciish, W, 
171ft, past Ifi, etaadA 
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMSr 

FROM 1713 to 1730. 


CADENUS AND VANESSA.— 1713. 

The shepherds and the nymphs were seen 
Pleading before the Cyprian Queen. 

The counsel for the fair began, 

Accusing the false creature Man ; 

The brief with weighty crimes was charg’d, 5 
On whicli the pleader much enlarg’d ; 

That Cupid now has lost h» art, 

Or blunts the puiut of ev’ry dart;««* 

His altar now no longer smokes, 

Hib mother’s aid no youth invokes ; 10 

This tempts Freethinkers to refine, 

And briug in doubt their pow’rs divine; 

Now love has dwindled to intrigue. 

And marriage growti a money-league. 

Which crimes aforesaid (with her leave) 15 
Were (as he humbly did conceive) 

Against our sovereign Iwfy’s peace, 

Against the statute in that case. 

Against her dignkjNHd cfowu, 

Th^en pray’d an aimdbiy^stid sat down. ' s6 
The nymphs with imom beheld their 'foes, 
When the dcfendsBl's cdunscl rose, 
m2 
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And, what no lawyer e\er lark'd, 
ith impudrncc own'd all the fart, 

Btft, wliatthc gentlest heart would vev, Q5 

T^\id all the fault on t'other sex. 

'i'hat modern love is no such thing. 

As what those ancient ports sing, 

A fire celestial, chaste, refip’d, 

Conceiv'd and kindled in the mind, 30 

Which having found an equal flame. 

Unites, and both become the same, 

In difT'rcnt breasts together bum. 

Together both to ashes turn : 

But women now /eel uo such fire, 35 

And only know the gross desire s 
Their passions move in lower sphersi, 

Where’er caprice Ok' folly steers. 

A dog, a parrot, or an ape, 

Or some worse brute in human shape, 4Q 

Kngross the fancies of the fair; 

I'hc few soft moments they can spare 
From visits to jreceive add pay. 

From scandal, politics, and phiy, 

From i an^, and flounces, and brocades, 4S 

From equipage end Park-parades, 

From all the tl^ousand female toys. 

From evVy trifle that employs 
The out or inside of their iMfeds, 

Between their toilettes anil^|lMir beds. ^ 

In a dull stream, which monggslow, 
you bardfy sea the current flovy, 
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If a small breeze obstructs the course^ 

It whirls about for went of force, 

And iu its narrow circle gathers 55 

Nothing but cliaff, and straws, and feathers: 

The current of a female mind 
Stops thus, and turns with evVy wind ; 

Thus whirling round, together draws 
Fools, fops, and rakes, for chaff and straws : 60 
Hence we conclude no women's hearts 
Are won by virtue, wit, and parts. 

Nor are the men ol sense to blame 
For breasts incapable of dune ; 

The fault must on the nymphs be plac'd, • 65 

Grown so corrupted in their taste. 

The pleader, having spoke his best, 

Had witness ready to attest, 

'Who fairly could on oath depose. 

When questions on the fact arose, 70 

That e\’ry article was true, 

Nor further these deponents knew 
Therefore he hunAly would insist 
The bill might be with costs dismist. 

llic cause appear'd of so much weight, 75 
That 'Venus, firaim her judgment-seat, 

Desir'd them not to talk so loud. 

Else she most intcfpose a cloud ; 

For if the heav'nly^ ftdk should know 

These pleadings in tke^oomts below, $0 

That mortals here disdain to love,' ^ 

She ne'er could show her feoe above; 

US 
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For gods, t;heir betters, are too wise 

To value that whieli men despise. 

f And tlien/ said she, * my sun and I $5 

* Must stroll in air, ^twixt earth and sky^ 

' Or else, shut out from hcai*n and earth, 

‘ Fly to the sea, my place ol birth, 

* Inhere live, with daggled mcrmnuls peat, 

* And keep on fish perpetual lent.* 90 

But since the case appear’d so nice, 

She thought it best to take advice. 

The Muses, by their kiiig’a permission, 

Tho* foes to love, attend the session, 

And on the right hand took rheir places 95 
In urdcr, on the left the (traces, 

To whom she roighi her doubts propose 
On all emergencies chat rose. 

The Muses oft’ were seen to frown. 

The Graces, half aaham'd, look down ; 100 

And ’iwas observ’d there were but few 
Of either sex among the crew 
Whom slie or her assessors knew. 

'Die goddess soon began to see 
Things were not ripe for a decree, 105 

And said sl^e must consult her books, 

The lover’s Fletas, Bractoiis, Cokes. 

First to a dapper clerk she beckon’d 
To turn toO^d, book the scond ; 

She then referr'd tliem to a place 110 

In Virgil Dido's case ;) 

As for Tibj^ui’s Reports, 

never pass’d for law in courts; 
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For Cm\ ley’s Briefs, and Pleas of Waller, 

£(111 their authority was smaller. 115 

Tlierc wa<« on both sides much lo say ; 

$heM hear the cause another day ; 
i\iid so slie did, and then a third ; 

Slie heard it— there she kept her word ; 

But with rejoinders and replies, 130 

Long bills, and answers stuff d with lies, 

Demur, imparlance, and essoign, 

Tlie parties ne’er could issue join : 

For sixteen years the cause w'os spui\ 

>^n(l then stood where it Ursi begun. 135 

Now, gentle Clio I sing or say 
What Venus ipeans by this delay. 

The goddess, much perplex’d in mind 
To see her empire tlius declin’d, 

When iirst this grand debate arose, ISO 

Above her wisdom to cQuipose, 

Conceiv’d a project ip her head 
To work her ends, which, if it sped, 

Woold sho^ the merits of the cause 
Far better than consulting laws. 135 

In a glad hour Ludoa’s aid 
Frodac'd on earth a wondrous maid, 

On whom tlie Queen of Love was bent 

To Xry a new experimojitx 

She threw her law-books oo the sJiclA 140 

And thus debated with hei^nelf. 

* Since men allegp tliey ne'er ran Qnd 
* Those beauties in a female miud 
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* Whicli raise a flame that will endure 

* For er uncomipt and pure, 145 

* If ’tis with reason they complain, 

* This instant shall restore my reign ^ 

* I'll search where ev'ry virtue dwells, 

* From dourts inclusive down to cells, 

* What preachers talk, or sages write ; 150 

* 'fhese 1 will gather and unite, 

* And represent tliem to mankind 

* Collected in that infant's mind/ 

This said, she plncks, in hcav'n's high bow'rs, 

A sprig of amaranthine flow'rs, 155 

In nectar thrice Infuses bays 
Three times refin'd in Titan's rays. 

Then calls the Graces to Imr aid, 

And sprinkles thrice the liew-bom maid» 

Prom whence the tender skin assumes IGO 

A sweetness above all pei'fumes, 

From whence a deanliness remains, 

Incapable of outward stains, 

^tom whence that decency of mind 

lovely in the female kind, 165 

Where not one careless Thooght sntnides 
liess modest than the s|Seech of prudes, 

Where never bloSh was call’d in aid. 

That spurious virtue in a maid^ 

A virtue but at 8eeotid<4iaad ; 170 

They blush because they onderttand. 

The Graoes neat wo«^ aot their part, 

And shew'd but little of their art; 
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lilt ir 01 k hwlf already done, 

Tbe child with witive benuiy mIioiio, 175 

'Jhe fmtwnrd fonn no help requir’d, 
£srcubrcntliingo» her lUrK'c, uwpir’d 
Tliar Kentk*^9oU,engairmE; »»> 

Vv liK h ill old (ime& adorn’d the fair. 

And a»td, ‘ Vanessa be the name l&O 

* liy v^llleh tliou slwilt be kno«v'n to fame; 

* \ aacssa, by the gods inroU’d ; 

* llcr munc on earth-^slndl not be tohl/ 

Hat stil^tlie vvork was tv>t complete^ 

When Venus ^ught on a deceit: 185 

Drawn by her doves away she fiics^ 

And djads €iut Pallas m tlie skies. 

* Dear Pallas I 1 U^|Mtcn this morn 

* To- &ee% fovcfy irllM"born ; 

^ A boy in yonder isle ^low^ 190 

* So like ray own without his bow; 

* By licauty pould your Iteart be won, 

* Yoo.’^d swear it is Apollo’s son : 

' Bat it sh^l ne’er W said a child . 

* So hopeful has by me been spoil’d; 19i 

* I have enough besides to spare, 

* And give him wholly to your care/ 

Wisdom’s above suspecting wiles ; 

The Queen of Learning gravely saules, 
pawn froDitllympus comes with joy, 100 

Mistakes V’angssa for a hoy^ 

Then sows within her teh^er mind 
Sjctds loug mikuown tp woip«iitkind> 
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For manly bosoms chiefly fit, 

The seeds of knowledge, judgment, wit : 905 

Her boul \va| suddenly endu'd 
With justice, truth, and fortitude ; 

With honour, which no breath can Itain, 

Which malice must attack in vain ; 

With open heart and bounteous hand ; 210 

But Pallas here was at a stand ; 

She knew in our degen'rate days 
Bare virtue could not live on praise ; 

Tliat meat must be with money bought; 

She therefore, upon second thought, 215 

Infus'd, yet aTit were by sttalth. 

Some small regard for state and v'.ealth, 

Of w'hich, as bhe grew stayN' 

A tincture in the prudent 1 

She manag'd her estate with cere, 220 

Yet lik’d tliree fbbttneo to her choir : 

But lest he should neglect his studies 
Like a young heir, the thrifty goddess 
(For fear young maeier should be spoil’d) 

Would u&e him like a younger child, 295 

And, after long computiog, found 
*Twould come to just five thousand pound. 

The Queen of Love was pleas’d, and proud 
To see Vanessa tlius endow’d ; 

She doubted not but such a dasM 930 

Thro’ ev’ry breast would dart a flame; 

That ev’ry rich and lordly swain 
With pride would drag about her chain; 
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That scholars would forsake their bogks 
To study bright Vanessa's looks ; S35 

As she advaiicM, that woman-kind 
Would by her model form their mind, 

And all their conduct would be try'd 
By her, as an unening guide ; 

Offending daughters ofi^ would hear 240 

Vanessa's praise rung in their ear. 

Miss Betty, when she does a fault, 

Lets fall her knife, or spills the salt, 

Will thus be by her mother chid, 

' Tis what Vanessa never did.' 245 

Thus by the nymphs and swains ador'd, 

My pow'r shall be again restor'd, 

And happy lovers-Uem ray reign — 

So Venus hop’d, buf; hop’d in vain. 

For when in time clfe martial maid 250 

Found out the trick that Venus play’d, 

She shakes her helm, she knits her brows. 

And, fir’d with indignadon, vows 
To-morrow, ere the setting sun, . 

She’d all undo diet she had done. 255 

But in the poets we may find 
A wholesome law, time out of mind. 

Had been confirm’d by Fate’s decree, 

That gods, of whatsoe’er degree, 

Besume not what ihcfniselveB have giv’n, 260 
Or any brother-god in heav’n^ 

Which keeps the peace igmong the gods, 

Or they must alwayt^bestt odds.; 
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And P illns, if she hioke the Liws, 

Must vitlil h(.r f<te tlte sii ongor cause, liCS 

\ sh iiiti to oncbO much adui’d 
For wiisdoui at Jove’s eouiiciUboard ^ 
lii'i les, sIh • car'd thr Queen ot Lave 
Would iiiL t \Mth better hicuds above - 
Aud tli(/ "1 e must witti enc f reflect flfO 

'lo sec A luotLal Ml 411) tIccK'd 
itii 41 iCLa liilliertounkiiow^ii 
'io female bi easts except iiei own, 

Yet she \\ otud t as best bccaiue 
A t;nd<kss of uiispottod fame. 3t7 

She knew, by auguiy duiiic, 

Veiius uould f 111 in hen cieMgu; 

studv'd viell the peuatyand found 
IJet foe’s coitdusijas weie i|ot sound, 

Ffum premises eironeottst^rougbt, S 39 

And till lefore tfie deduction’s uought, 

And must have coiitrai v efteets 
To v« hat her treach'rous tf/e expects. 

In proper season Pallas meets 
The Queen of Love, whom thus she greets, SIIS 
(For gods, we are by Homer told. 

Can lu celestial language scold,) 

* Peril d ous Goddess ! but in vaiu 

* You loiiii d ibis project 111 your brain, 

^ A pioject for thy cnlents flt, £9^ 

* With much decest and lutlfi wit. 

* 1 huu hasty ns tiiou sbult quickly se^, 

* Deceiv’d thyself uisteud of me ; 
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* For how can heavenly wisdom prove 

* An mstrumenC to earthly love f S9& 

* Kiiow^st thou not yet that men commence 
*• Thy votaries for want of sense ? 

‘ Nor shall Vanesm be the theme 

* To manage thy abortive scheme ; 

* She'll prove tlie greatest of thy foes ; SOO 

* And yet I scorn to interpose, 

* Blit using neither skill nor force, 

* Leave all tilings to their iiat'ral course.* 

The Goddess thus pronounc’d her doom ; 
When, lo ! Vanessa, in her bloom, 30^ 

Advanc'd like Atalanta’s star, 

But rarely seen, and seen from far ; 

In a new world with caution stept. 

Watch’d all the company she kept, 

Well knowing, from the books she read, 2^10 
What dang’rous paths young virgins tread ; 

Would seldom at the Park appear, 

Nor saw, the playhouse twice a-year ; 

Yet, not incurious, was iiidin’4 . 

To know the converse of mankind. 315 

First issu’d from perfatners’ shpps 
A crowd of fashionable fops: 

They ask’d her how she lik'd the play ? 

Then told the tattle of the day ; 

A duel fought last ni^itat two, 

About a lady— you know who ; 

Mention'd a neW Italian^ come 
Either from Muscoey or Bone; 

K 
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Gave hinti of who mi who*f togatbor, 
Then fell to talking of the weather; 

Last night wai w ettremely fine. 

The ladies walk'd ttU idter nine t 
Then in soft veiee, and speech ahsura. 
With nonsense ev’ry second word, 

With fustian from exploded plays, 

They celebrate her beauty's praise, 

Run o'er their eaiit of stupid lies, 

And tell the murders of her eyes. 

With silent scorn Vanessa sat, 

Scarce list’ning to the idle chat. 

Further than sometimes by a frown, 
When they grew pert, to pull them down. 
At last she spitefully was bent 
To try their wisdom'-s full extent, 

^d said the mdu'4 nothing less 
Than titles, 4 dgiire, shape, and dress ; 
That merit shoaUi be oki^y plac'd 
In judgment, knowledge, wit, and teste ; 
And these, she ofisr'd «o dispute. 

Alone distinguish'd nan inm brute; 
That present dans bare no peetenne 
To virtue in the noble sense 
By Greeks end Bomans mderstoed, 

To perish for our couetiy’a goods 
fibe nam’d the andoat heroes round. 
Explain’d for whot they wero renown'd, 
Then spoke with oansun or applaua^ 
Of foreign custom^ dtai^ tad Jm • 
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Thro' Nature and thro* Art she rang'd. 

And gracefully her subject chang'd : 365 

In vain ; her hearers had no share 
In all she spoke, except to stare ; 

Their judgment was, upon the whole, 

1 hat lady is the diiUest son l ^^ 

Then tipt their forehead io a jeer, 360 

As who should say-"»Sfac wrants it here: 

She may be handsome, young, and rich. 

But none will burn her for a witdi. 

A party next uf gliu'ruig dames, 

From round the purlieus of St. James, 365 
Came early, out of pure good-wiU, 

To see the girl in dishabille ; 

Their clamour, 'ligbtn^ from their chain. 

Grew louder all the way up stairs. 

At entrance loudest, wiiere they fikund 3^0 
The room' with Tolumes Utter'd roand* 

Vanessa held Montaigie, aad read, 

Whilst Mrs. Susan comb'd her head. 

They call'd for tea and choeoltde, . 

And fell into their usual dwt,*^ 374 

Discoursing, with impertaBt 
On ribands, fans, and ghwes, and lace ; 

Shew'd patterns just 6rom luidia btouf^t, ’¥ 
And gravely ask'd her what die {hou^t f 
Whether the red or ^veen wew best f 300 

And what they cast? V anss i a gu es t 
As came into her fancy forBt> 

Nam'd half the satesi and iik'd the werst, 

v3 
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'I i) '^ctmdal next »■— * What awkward thing 

* Was the hist Sunday in tlie nn^ ? S85 

* I'm s(»iTy ISlopm breaks so Tast; 

* I said her face would never last. 

* C'orinna, with that youthfui air^ 

* Is thirty, aiul a tut to spare ; 

* Jicr fondness fur a opitaiD earl 390 

* Bewail when I was bui a girl. 

* Phillis, who but a montlrago 

* Was marry ’d to the Tunbridge beaa, 

* I saw coquetting t'other night 

‘ In public with I jat odious knight/ 395 

They rallyM nbst Valletta’s dress ; 

* That gown w'as made for old Queen Bess. 

* Dear Madam ! let me see yoar bead ; 

* Don’t you intend to' pot on red ? 

* A petticoat withnot a hoop ! 400 

* Sure you are not asham' d to stoop. 

‘ With handsoole gartcis at yoor kaces, 

* No matter wfaat a fellow sees/ 

Fill'd with disdain, with rage inflam'd, 

Boeli of herself and'sez aiham'd, 405 

The nymph stood silent out of spite. 

Nor would voechsafe to set them right. 

%h'ay the fair detractors went, 

« And gave.by turps tbeir Censures venL • 

€ She's not so handsome in my eyes : 410 

* For wit, I wonder where it lies. 

* She's fair and plean, and that’s the most; 

^ But why firodaim ber,|br p toast f 
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* A baby face, no life, no airs, ^ 

* But what she learns at country fairs ; 415 

* Scarce knows what diff’reace is between 

* Rich Flanders hce and Colbertecn. 

* I’ll undertake my little Nancy 

* In flounces hath a better fancy. 

* With all her wit, 1 would not ask 4S0 

* Hei judgment how to buy a mask. 

‘ We begg*d her but to patch her face, 

* She never hit one proper place, 

‘ VV hich cv’ry girl/at five years old 

* Can do as soon as she is told. 425 

^ I own that out-of-fashion stuff 

* Becomes the creature well enough. 

* The girl might pass, if we could get her 

* I'o know the world a little better.’ 

(To kno^ the world ! a modem phrase 430 
For visits, ombre, balls, and plays.) 

Thus, to the World’s perpetual shame. 

The Queen of Beauty lost her aim : 

Too late, with grief she understood 

Pallas had done more harm than good ; 434 

For great examples are but vain. 

Where ignorance begets disdain. 

Beth sexes, arm’d wi^ guilt and spite, 

Against Vanessa’s pow’r unite : 

To copy her few nymphs aqpir'd, 440 

Her virtues fewer swaips admir'd : 

So stars beyond a certain height 
Give mortals neither heat nor Kgh^ 

V 
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Yet some of either sex, endow'd 
With gifts superior to Uie crowds 445 

M^ith \ ijrtuc, know ledge, taste, and wit, 

Slie condescended to admit. ^ . 

Wjth pleasing arts slie could reduce 
Men's talents to their proper use ; 

Apd with address each genius held 450 

To that w4»crcin it most cxcell'd ; 

Thus making others' wisdoip known. 

Could please them and improve her own. 

A modest youth said son^ething new. 

She plac'd it in the strongest view, 455 

All humble wortJi she strove to raise, 

AVould not l^e prais’d, yet lov'd to praise,' 

I he leanicd met with free approach, 

Altho’ they came pot iu a coach ; 

Spine clergy, top, shf vvpuld allpw, 4C0 

Nor quarrell’d at dstif awkward how; 

But tins was for C^denus' sake, 

A gownman of a dilT’rept make. 

Whom Pallas, once Vanessa's tutor, 

^|lad fix'd qn for her coadjutor. 4^5 

V* But (’lipid, full of mischief, longs 

S \ indicate lus motlier's wrongs. 

Pallas all attempts are^’ain: 

Ollfe way he knows to give her pajn ; 

Vows on Vanessa’s heart to take 47Q 

Due vengeance for her patron’s sake. 

I’hose early seeds by Venus sown, 

In •'pitc of Pgllasnow were grown. 
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And Cupid hop’d they would improve 

By lime, and ripen into love. 475 

Tiie boy made use of all liis craft, 

Tn vain diitdiarging many a shaft, 

Pointed at col’nels, lords, nnd beaus, 

( 'iidcnus w ai ded off the blows; 

Tor placing still some bo(^ betwixt, 480 

The darts were in the cover fix’d, 
f )r, often blunted and recoil’d. 

On Plutarch’s Morals struck were spoil'd. 

The Queen of Wisdom could foresee, 

But not prevent, the Pate's decree ; 485 

And human caution tries in vain 
To break that adamantine chain. 

Vanessa, tlio’ by Pallas taught, 

By Love invulnerable thouglit. 

Searching in books- for wisdom’s aid, 490 

Was in llic verj- search betray’d. 

Cupid, tho* all his darts were lost. 

Yet still resolv’d to spare no mst ; 

lie could not answer to liis fiume 

Jlie triumphs of that stubkom dame, 498 

A nymph so hard to be Subdu’d, 

Wlio neither was coquette nor prude. 

* I find,’ said he, < she wants a Doctor 

* Both to adore her and instruct her : 

* I’ll give her what she most Admires 500 

* Among those venerable firiis. 

* Cadenus is a subject fit, 

* Grown old in poUticB and wit, 
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Caress'd by ministers of state, 

‘ Of lialf mankind the dread and hate : 50o 

‘ Whate’er vexations love attend, 

* She need no rivals apprehend. 

‘ Her sex, with universal voice, 

‘ Must laugh at her capricious choice.' 

Cadenus many things had writ ; 510 

Vanessa much esteem'd his wit, 

And call’d for his Poetic Works ; 

Mean time the boy in secret lurks. 

And, while the book was in her hand, 

The urchin from his private stand 515 

Took aim, and shot with all his strength 
A dart of such prqi|igiot (9 length, 

It pierc'd the feeble volume through, 

And deep traus6a*d her bosom too. 

Some lines, more moving than the rest, 520 
Stuck to the point that pierc'd her breast. 

And, borne directly to ^e heart. 

With pains unknown increas'd her smirt 
Vanessa, not in years a score. 

Dreams of a gown of forty-fbur ; 525 

"Imaginary charms can find 
In eyes with reading almost blind. 

Cadenus now no more af^ars 
Inclin’d iu health, advanc’d in years ; 

She fancies music in his tongue, 530 

Nor farther looks, hut thinks him young. 

What mariner is not afraid 
To venture in a diip decay’d? 
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What planter will attempt to yoke 
A sapling with a tWling oak ? 585 

As years increase she brighter shines, 

Cadenus with each day declines : 

And he must fail a prey to time, 

Willie she continues in her prime. 

Cudenus, common forms apart, 540 

In c\ Vy scene had kept his heart; 

Had sigh’d and languish'd, vow'd and wri^ 

For pastime, or to shew his wit : 

But time and books, and state-afhiirs. 

Had sf^'d his fashionable airs : 54S 

He iio^ould praise, esteem, approve, 

But understood not what was love. 

Ilis conduct might Iiave made him styl'd 
A father, and the nymph his child. 

That innocent delight he took 550 

To see the virgin mind her Look, 

Was but the master's secret joy 
In school to heor.the finest boy. 

Her knowledge with her fancy grew; 

She hourly press'd for something new; 551 
Ideas came into her mind 
So fast, liis lessons lagg'd-hehiod; 

She reason’d without ploddLpg.lonic, 

Nor never gave her judgment wrong. 

Alt now a sudden c^nge wna wrougjbt, • 500 

She minds np looger wliat lie taught. 

Cadenus was amu'd to find 
Such marks of a districted mind ; 
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For tho’ she seem’d to listen more 

'lb «I1 he spoke than e'er before, 56.^ 

He round her thoughts would absent range, 

Yet guess'd not whence eould spring the change. 
And hrsi he modestly conjectures 
His pupil might be tiPd iwkh leisures, 

Which help'd to mortify his pride, 570 

Yet gave him not the heart lo chi^ : 

But in atioHd dejected strain, 

At last he ventur'd to eoinplain ; 

Said she should be no longer teae'd ; ^ 

Might have her freedom when she pleas’^ 575 
Was now convinc’d be acted wrong ^ 

To hide her from the world so bng, 

And in dull studies to engage 

One of her tender sex and age j 

That ev’ry nymph with ctivy 61hS’d 5d0 

How she might shine iu the mondb. 

And ev’ry sbefdierd was undone 
To see her cloister'd like a null. 

Tliis was a vjaientttjf soheme ; 

'He wak'd, and found it but « dream ; Sd5 

A project far above his ekUl| 

For nature must be mdure mill. 

If he was holder than beoamh* 

A scholar to a courtly daiae^ 

fibe might^ciHw atbtn Of letteta ; MO , 

Tlius tutors often treat their bettors t 

And since his talk ofl^sive grew^ 

He came to take hbtaet adi^ 
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Vanessa, fill’d with just disdain, 

Wpuld still her dignity uiointain,. 

Instnicted from her early years 
To scorn the art of female tears. 

Had he employ'd lus time so long 
To teach her what was right and wrong, 

Yet could such notions entertain, fiQO 

That all his lectures were in vain ? 

She own’d the wapd’ring of her thoughts, 

But he must answer for faults. 

She well remember’d, to her cost. 

That all lus lessom were not lost : 

Two maxims s\^ could Still produce. 

And sad experience taught then: use, 

I'hat virtue, pleas’d by beii^ shown, 

Knows nothing which it dares npt own ; 

Can make us without fegr disclose (140 

Our inmost secret to our foes : 

That common forms were not design’d 
Du-ectors to a noble niind. 

‘ Now,' said the nymph, ‘ I’ll let you see 
‘ My BCtitjns witli your rules agree ; 

< That I can vulgar forms despise 

* And liave no secrets 0 dhgmse. 

* I knew, by what you said ^ w4lf 

< How dang' runs thin^ were map of wk ; 

* You caution’d me egu ffli g the^ Qhemu^ #10 
‘ But never gave m efiwl fUWf 

* Your lessons foppd (he -Weakest pgit, 

< Aim’d at the hOfl^ h# ^ het(^’ 
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Cadenus felt within him rise 
Shame, disappointment, guilt, surprise: 6^5 

He knew not how to reconcile 
Such language with her usual style ; 

And yet her words were so expitst. 

He could not hope shespolArin jest. 

Hb thoughts had wholly been confin'd 6S0 
To form and ci.ltivate her mind : 

He hardly knew, till he was told. 

Whether the nymph were young or old ; 

Had met her in a public place, 

Without distinguishing her face : 635 

Much less could his declining m 
Vanessa's earliest tlvonghts engm ; 

And if her youth indiff'rence ^et. 

His person must contempt beget : 

Ot, grant her passion be sincere, 640 

How ahall his innocence be clear? 
Appeanmoes^were all so strong, 

worid must think him in the wrong; 

Would say he niade a treachVous use 
Of wit, to flatter and seduce: 645 

The Town would swear he had betray’d, 

By magic sueHs, the harmless maid ; 

And ev’ry Man Would have hn jokes, 

That scholars were like other folks; 
i That when Platonic flints wore over, 

The tutor turn’d a mottal lover. 

So tender of the yomlg aad'foir 1 
It sliew'd a tnie patei^ T'we ‘ " ‘ * 


650 
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t^ivc thousand guineas in her parse! 

'llie T^octor might hate ikricy'd worse— ^ 655 

Hnrdly at length he Silence broke. 

And falter'd ev’iy word he Spoke, 

Interpreting her complaisance, 

Just as a man sans consequertcey 

She fally’d well, he always knew ; 600 

Her manner noW wns sometliing neit ; 

And what she spcAe Was in an air 
As serious as a tragic playei*: 

But those who aim at ridicule' 

Should Ax upon some certain rule, 665 

Which fairly hints they are in jest^ 

Else he mUst enter his protest ; 

For let a man be ne^er so wise. 

He may be cau^t with sober lies; 

A science wliich he never taught, 6f0 

And, to be Sfee, was deaHy bought; 

For, take it in its pAjpet li^t, 

*Tb just what coxcombs call a Bite. 

But not to dwell on things minute^' 

Vahessa finish^ the dispute, 075 

Brought weighty arguments to prove 
That reason was her guide in love : 

She thoug^ he had himself describ’d 
His doctrines when she first imbib'd : 

What he had planted now wu grown; 06Q 
His virtues she might call her own : 

As he approves, as he dislikesy 
Xove or contempt her fancy strikesi 
SWIFT. VOL. I. o 
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•Self-lovp, in nature rooted £ut. 

Attends us 6rst and leaves us last. 685 

Why she likes him admire not at her; 

She loves herself, and that's tlie matter. 

How was her tutor wont to praij^ 

T)pe geniuses of ancient da||>.! 

(’rhose authors he so oh* nfmM, 690 

For learning, wit, and wisdom,, fam’d,) 

Was struck with love, esteem, and awe, 

For persons whom he never saw. 

.Suppose Cadenus flounsh*'d then, 

He must adore such godlike men. 695 

If one short volume could comprise 
All that was witty, Icarn'A wise. 

How would it be esteem’d and read. 

Although the writer long were dead \ 

IjP such itn author were alive, TOO 

|iow all would for his frieindship strive. 

And come in crowds to see his face ! 

And this she takes^t6 her case : 

Cadenus answeics ev^ry end, 

the book, the author, and the fiiead : T65> 

'Tlie utmost her desires will rejoeb, 

^ but to learn what he can teach: 

His converse is a system fit 
Alone Co fill up aU her wk, 

While ev’ry passion of her mimi 7 10> 

In liim is centred aud confin’d. 

liove cun with speech inspire a 
And Caught Vauesea to dispute* 
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Tliis topic, never toudhM before. 

Display’d her eloquence the more : 7 15 

Her knowledge, with such pains acquir'd, 

By till-' new passion grew inspir’d : 

Thro’ ihi!!i she made all objects pass, 

Winch gn\e a tincture o’er the mass; 

As rivers, tho’ they bpnd and twdne, 720 

bull tu the sea their course incline; 

Or as philosophers, who find 
borne i'av’rite system to their mind. 

In evVy point to make it fit, 

Will force all Nature to submit. 725 

Cadenus, who could ne’er suspect 
His lessons would have such effect, 

Or be so artftiHy apply'd,. 

Insensibly came on her side. 

It was an unforeseen event ; 780 

Things took a turn he never meant. 

Whoe’er excels in wliat we prize, 

Appears a hero in our eyes. 

E^h girl, when pleas'd with what » taught, 

Will have the teacher in-her thougliL 7S5 

Ihe nymph in sober words entreats 
A truce with all sublime conceits; 

For why such raptures, flights, and fancies, 

To her who durst not read romances? 

In lofty style to make replies, 740 

Which he had taught her to despise? 

But when her tutor will afiect 
Devotion, du^^and respccti 
02 
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He fairly abdicates his throne, 

Tlie government is qow her own : 745 

But tho' her arguments were strong, 

At least could hardly wish them wrong, 

Howe V it came be could not tell, 

But sure sh^ never talk’d so-^^ll. 

pride began tq interpose ; 75 O 

PrcferrM before a crowd of beaus ! 

Sq bright a nymph tq come unsqught ! 

Such wonder l^y his merit wrought ! 

’Tis merit must with her prevail ; 

never knew her judgment fn|l; 7^5 

She noted all she eyer read, 

And had a most discerning head. 

’Tis an old maxim in the schools, 

Tliat vanity the foqd of fools ; 

Yet now and then yqur mpn qf wit y/JO 

Will conde&ccfid to take a bit. 

$0 wk^ Cadenus could not hide 
He choSe to justify his prjde. 

When Miss delights in lier spinnet, 

A fidler may a fortune get : 7()5 

A blockhead with mqlqdioqs voice 
In boarding'schools can liave his choice ; 

And oft* the dancing master’s art 
Climbs from the toe tq touch the beayt, 

learning let a nymph dchght, 770 

The pedant gets a mistress by’t. 

Cadenus, to his grief and shame, 

Pould scarce oppose Vanebsa’s flame, 
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Where iiot and cold, where iharp and sweet, 

Jti all their 6qttipaji;ea, meet; . TT5 

Wticre pleasures mix'd with pains appear, 

Sorrow with joy, and hope with fear ; 

Wherein his dignity and age 
Forbid Cadenus to engage ; 

But friendship in his greatest height, TOO 

A constant, rational,' delight, 

On virtue's basis fix'd to Ust, 

When love's allurements long are past. 

Which gently warms, but cannot burn, 

He gladly offers in return : 785 

His want of passion will redeem 
With gratitude, respect, esteem; 

With that d^'votion we bestow 
When goddesses appear below. 

While thus Cadenus entertains 790 

Vanessa in exalted strains, 

Constr'ing the passion she had shown 
Much to her praise, more to his own ; 

Nature in him had merit plac'd, 

In her a most judicious taste : 795 

Love, hitherto a transient guest, 

Ne'er held possession in hts breast ; 

So long attending at the gate. 

Disdain'd to enter in so late. 

Love why do we one passion caH, 000 

When 'tis a compomid of them att? 

He has a forfeiture incun'd ; 

She vows to take him at las word, 
o3 
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And hopes he will not think It stnuige 
If both should now their stations change. SOS 
The nymph will hm'e her turn to be 
The tutor, and the pupil he ; 

Tho* she already can discer^ 

Her scholar is not apt to ie^n, 

Or wants capacity to reach 810 

Tlie science she designs to teach, 

-Wherein his genius was below 
The skill of ev’ry common beau, 

Who, tho’ he cannot spell, is wise 

Enough to read a lady’s eyes, 815 

And will each accidental glance 

Interpret for a kind advance. 

But what success Vanessa met 
Is to tlie world a secret yet : 

Whether the nymph, to please the swain, 820 
Talks in a high romantic strain, 

Ot whether he at last descends 
To act with less seraphic ends; 

Or, to compound the bui’ness, whether 
They temper love and books together, 825 
Must never to mankind be told. 

Nor shall the conscious Muse unfold. 

Mean time the mournful Queen of Love 
Led but a weary life above: 

She ventures now po leave the skies, 8pp 

Grown by Vanessa’s conduct wise; 

For tho’ by one perverse cient 

Fallas l»d crosa^d l^r first intpnt, 
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Tho’ her design was not obtain’d, 

Yet had she piiich expenence gain’d, 085 

And hv the project vainly try’d, 

Could better now the cause decide. 

She gave due notice that both parties, 

CorcuH regina proa? die MartiSj 

Should at their peril, without fail, .840 

Come and appear, and save their balL 

All met; and, silence thrice proclaim’d, 

One lawyer to each side was nam’d. 

'rhe judge discover’d in her fuco 
jiesentments for her late disgrace, 845 

And full of anger, shame, apd grief. 

Directed them to mind their brief, 

Nor spend their time to shew their reading ; 

She’d have a summary proceeding, 

She gather’d under ev’iy bead 
The sum of what each lawyer said. 

Gave her own reaton« but, and then 
Decreed the cause against the Men* 

But in a weighty case like thb, 

Tp shew she did opt jqdge amiss, 855 

Which evil tongues might else report, 

8he made a speech in open court. 

Wherein she grievously complains 
** How she wa^heaM by the swains;’’ 

On whose petition, (humbly shewing 
That women were not worth ^ wooing, 

And that, unless the sex would mend, 

'Hie race of lo\erseooD must end,) 
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** She was at Lord knows what expense 

* To form a nymph of wit and sense, 965 

* A model for her sex design^, 

* Who nev'er could one lover find. 

'* She saw her favour was misplac’d : 

* That fellows had a wretci^d taste : 

* She needs must tell them to their face, 870 

* They were a senseless, stupid race; 

* And, were she to begin again, 

* ^e’d study to reform the Men, 

* Or add some grains of folly more 

* To women than they had before, 875 

' To put them on an equal foot ; 

^ And this, or nothing else, would do't : 

* This might their mutual fancy strike, 

' Since ev’ry being loves its like. 

V * But now repenting what was done, 888 

* She left all business to her son ; 

* She puts the world in his possesuon, 

* And let him use it at diseretion.’ 

The crier was ordei^d to dismiss 
Has court, so made his last O yes. 885 

The goddess would no loiter wait, 

Blit, rising from her chair of state. 

Left all below at are asKl sev’n. 

Harness’d her dovesi and flew <n|teat’n« 
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TO LORD HARLEY, 

MNCE EARL OF OXFORD, ON BIS MARRIAGE* 
1713p 


^MONO the numberB who employ 
Their tongues and pens to give you joy, 
Dear Htu-jey ! generous youth ! admit 
What friendship dictates niqre than wit. 

Forgive me whisn I fondly thought 
(By frequent obser\'at|ou taught) 

A spirit so inform’d as yours 
Could never prosper in amours. 

The god of Wit, and Light, and Arts, 

Witli all acquir’d and nat’ral parts. 

Whose harp could savage beasts enchant, 
Was an unfortunate gallant. 

Hud Bacchus after Daphne reel’d. 

The nymph had soon been bfought to yield; 
Or had embroider’d Mars' pursu’d, 

The nymph would ne’er \ysLye been a pnidfs. 
Ten thousaqd footsteps, fu|l fo view, 

Mark out the yr^y where Daphne flew ; 

For such is all the sex’s flight ; 

They fly from learning, wit, and light ; 

They fly, and none can overtake 
)But #ome gay coxcomb or a rtike. 
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How then, dear Harley! could 1 guess 
That you should lueetin love success? 

For if those ancient tales be true, 

Phcabus was beautifiti as you; 

Yet Daphne never slack’d her-pace. 

For wit and learnmg spoiTO his face. 

And since the same resemblance held 
lo gifts wherein you both excell’d, 

1 fancy’d every nymph would run 
From you, as from Latona’s son. 

“ Then where,” said I, “ shall Harley find 
^ A virgin of superior mind, 

** With wit and virtue to discover 
** And pay the merit of her lover ?” 

This character shall Ca’ndish claim. 

Bom to retrieve her sex’s fame. 

The chief among that glitt’ring crowd, 

Of titles, birtli, and fortune proud, 

(As foobare insolent and vain,) 

Madly aspir’d to wear her chain ; 

But Pallas, guardian df the maid. 
Descending to her charge’s aid, 

Held out Medusa’s snaky locks, 

Which stupif/d them all tO stocks. 

The nymph, with indignation, view'd 
The dull, the noisy, and the lewd ; 

For Pallas with celestial light 
Had purify’d her mortal sight, 

Shelv’d her the Virtues all combin'd, 

Fresh blooming in young Hatley’s miiicL 
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Terrestrial nymphs^ by formal arts. 

Display their various nets for hearts ; 

Their looks are all by method soty 
IVhen to be proud and when coquette; 

Tet wanting skiU and pow^r to chuse, 

Their only pride is to refuse. 

But when a goddess would bestow 
Her love on some bright youth below. 

Round all the earth she casts her eyes, 
i\iid then, descending fixun the skies. 

Makes choice of him she fancies best. 

And bids the ravish'd youth be blest. 

Thus the bright empress oi'thc morn . 

Chose for her spouse a mortal bom; 

I'he goddess made advances first. 

Else what aspiring hero durst? 

Tho’, like a vii^gip of fifteen, 

She blushes when by mortals seen ; 

Still blushes, and with speed retires, 

>7^611 Siol pursues lier wuh lus fires. 

Diana thus^ heav'n’s chastest queen. 

Struck with Endymiyn’s graceful mien^ 

Down from her silver ciieriot came. 

And to the sbephei'd owii*d her ftamie. 

Thus Ca'ndisli, as Aurora bright. 

And chaster than die Queen of Ni^ht, 

Descended from tier sphere to find 
A mortal of superior kitod. 
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THE FAGGdT. 

WRITTFN IN THE YEAR 1713, XVHEN TUB OTEfN*’# 
MINISTERS WERE QUARRB%X.INO AMONG THEM- 
SELVES. 

Observe tJifc dying father speak j- 
Try, lads ! can you this bundle break t 
Then bids the youngest of the six 
Take up a well-bound heap of sticks: 

They thouglit it was an old man's maggoty 
And strove by tutus to break the Faggot : 

In vain ; the comfdicated wands 
Were much toe strong for all their hands. 

* See,’ said the sire, * how soon ’tis done/ 

Then took and broke them one by one. 

* So strong you’U be, in friendship t/d j 

* So quickly broke if you divide* 

* Keep close then, boys! and never quarrel/ 
Here ends the fable and the moral. 

This tale may be epply’d in few words 
To Treasurers, Comptrollers, Stewards, ^ 

And others who, in solemn sort, 

Appear with slender wands at court. 

Not firmly jom’d to keep their ground. 

But lashing one another round; 

While wise men think they Ou^ to fight 
With quarter staves instead of white; 
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Or constable, with staff orpeare, 

Should come and make the clattVing cense. 
Which now dis»turbs the Queen and court. 

And gives the Whigs and rabble sport. 

In. history we never found 
niie Consul’s fasces were unbound; 

I hosc Runiaiis were too wise to think on't, 
Except to lash boinc grand delinquent. 

How would they blush to hear it said 
Tlie Praetor broke the Consul’s head. 

Or Consul in his purple gown 

Came dp and knock'd the Pnetor down ! 

Come, Courtiers ! every man his stick; 

Lord Treasurer, for once be quick ; 

And tliat they may the closer cling, 

Take your blue riband for a string. 

Come, trimming Harcourt ? bring your mace. 
And squeeze it in, or quit your place; 

Dispatch, or else tliat rascal Northy 
Will undertake to do it for thee; 

And be assur’d the court will find him 
Prepar’d to leap eVr atieks, or bind 'cni. 

To make the bundle strong and safe. 

Great Ormond ! lend thy gen’ral’s staff : 

And, if the crosier could be cramm’d in, 

. A fig for Lechmere, King, and Hambden: 

You’ll then defy the strongest Wliig 
With both tiif handi tb bend a twig, 

Tho’ with united strength they all pull, 

Vrom Somers down to Craggs and Walpole. 

p 
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THE AUTHOR UPON HIMSELF. 
in3<*. 

By an old '« pursu’d, 

A crazy prelate and. a royal prude; 

By dull divines, who look with envious eyes 
On evVy genius that attempts to rise, 

And, pauMug o’er a pipe with doubtful nod. 

Give kmti that poets ne'er believe in God. 

So olowns on scholars us on wizards look, 

And take a folio for a conj'ring-hook. 

Swift had the sm of wit, no venial crime ; 

Nay, 'tis afhrm’d he sonietiines dealt in rhyme : 
Humour and mirth had placi^ in all he writ; 

He reconcird divinity and wit: [grace. 

He mov'd, and bow'd, and talk’d, with too much 
Nor shew'd the parson in his gait or face; 
Despis'd luxurious wines and costly meat, 

Yet still was at the tables of the gKat) 
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Frequented lords ; sacir those th&t raw the Quc^ ; 
At Child’s or Traby's never once had been, 
Where town and country vicars flock in tribes, 
Secur’d by numbers from the laym^’s gibe^, * 
And deal in vices of the graver sort, 

Tobacco, censure, coflee, p!ride, and port. 

But after sage monitions from his friends, 

His talents to employ for nolfler ends. 

To better judgments willing to submit. 

He turns to politics his dangerous wit. 

And now, the public int'rest to support. 

By Harley, Swift invited comes to court ; 

In favour grows witli ministers of state. 

Admitted private when superiors wait ; 

And Harley, not asham’d his choice to own. 
Takes him to Windsor iti his coach alone. 

At Windsor Swift no sooner can appear. 

But St. John comes, and whispers in his ear : 

The waiters stand in ranks ; the yeomen cry 

* Make room !’ as if aDuke were passing by. 
Now Finch alarms the Lords; be hears for certain 

This dangVouB priest is got behind the curtain. 
Finch, fam’d for tedious elocution, proves 
That Swift oiks many a spring which Harley tnoves* 
Walpole and Aislbie, to dear tlie doubt, 

Ihfedn the Commons that the seciwfs out : 

* A certain Doctor is observ'd of late 

* To baaot SI captain Miuisief of state : 

* From whence with half An eye we may disem'er 
' Tim pgM umal;le,aiid PMkin must oenie over/ 

p3 
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York is from Lambeth scat to shew the Queen ' 
4. dang’rous treatise writ against the spleen*; 
Which by die style, the matter, and the drift, 

^Tis thought oopld be die work of none but Swift. 
Yoor York ! the harmleilitoui of others’ liate ; 

He sues for pardon and repents too late. 

Now angry Somerset her vengeance vows 
On Swift’s rjeproaches for her*^** 

From her red locks her mouth with venom fiUs^ 
And thence into the royal air instills, 

The Queen, incens’d, bis services forgot, 
licaves him a victim to the ’vengeful Scot. 

Now diro’ the realm a proclamation spread f. 

To fix a price on his devoted head ; 

Whiles innocent, he scorns ignoble flight. 

His watchful friends preserve him by a sleight. 

By Harley’s favour once again he shines ; 

Is now caaess’d by candidate divhies„ 

Who cliange opinions with the changing scene : 
Lord ! how were they mistal^en in die Dean ! 
Now Delaware | ! again familiar grows. 

And in Swift’s ears thrusts half his powder’d aose. 
The Scottish nadon, whom he durst oficiid, 
Again apply thatSwifjt wbifld be their friend If. 


• TaleofalVib. 

t The proclametlon wm agRtait tlw author of a pamplifct 
called r&epuSUc ^ the fPtign, Sgainit which the Sooiich 
fjordi oonplaiiMd. 

t Delaware, then Lord ITieaaur^ of the Houaehold, ahraya 
caiesaed the Author atjoonrlt h^durlBatherrtal ofthapeliaen 
before the Houac of totdA aiul while the prodamatfon .hosg 
over the Author, Ida LordddiTWaStl no* Mem to know^hhn. 


I Tbs SoQScIi Lorda trai^ amf 
MoeiaiMttoii titan befbea cs 
mkiaeMrbcNooacUcd. ^ 


„ vlalted the AutllBr Mpren 
exo^ the DidtepfWiflc^ wl^ 
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By faction tir^d, with grief he waits awlitle^ 
great contending fnends to reconcile: 
f’erf orms what friendship, justice, truth, require: 
W hat could he more but decently retire ? 


IN SICKNESS. 

WRITTEN SOON AFTER THE AUTHOR's COMING TO 
LIVE IN IRELAND, UPON THE QUEEN’s DLA1H» 
OCTOBER, 17 14. 

’Tis true, then why should I repine 
To sec my life so fast decline ? 

But why obscurely here alone, 

Where 1 am neither lovM nor known ? 

Jdy state of health none care to learn; 

My life is here no souPs concern ; 

And those with whom I now converse^ 

Without a tear will tend my hearse. 

Remov'd from kind Arbuchnot’s aid, 

Who knows his art but not his trade, 

Preferring his regard for me 
Before his Credit or his fee. 

Some formal visits, looks, and words, 

Wliat mere humaaity a0Ms, 

I meet, perhaps, from three or four 
From wltoiD I anoe eapecMd more, 

WUdi tlKms who tand the lick for plif 
Can aet damatly as they ; 

p3 



1$6 MISCELLANBOrS PDEMa. 

But po obliging tender friend 
To help at my approaching end. 

My life in now a burden grown 
To others ere it be my own. 

Ye formal Weepers fod^he sick ! 
fn your last offices be quick, 

And spare my absent friends the grief 
I'o hear, yet give me no relief ; 

Expir'd to-day, entomb’d to-morrow. 
When known will save a double sorrow. 


ON A 

CURATE'S COMPLAINT 

OF HARD DUIT. 

I march'd three miles through scorching sand. 
With zeal in heart, and notes in hand; 

I rode four more to Great St. Maryi 
Using four legs, when two were weary : 

To three fair virgins 1 did tie men. 

In the close bands of pleasing Hymen : 

I dipp’d two babes in holy water. 

And purify'd their mother after. 

Within an hour and eke a lialf, 

1 preach'd three coiigregations deaf; 

Where thui|<leriQg out, with, lungs long-wbulad^ 
} chopp'd so fast^ tbaf few there miodeii ^ 
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My emblem, the laborious siin, 

Saw all these mighty labours done 
Before oue race of his was run. ^ ^ 

All this perform'd by Eubert Hewiti 
What morcal eUe could ere go through ;t ! 



A TRUE AND FAITHFUL INVENTORY OP THE 

GOODS BELONGING TO DR. SWIFT, 

VICAR OF LARACOR ; 

Upon Undinp his House to the Bishop of Meath^ 
till his Pulace rebuilt. 

Ay oaken, broken elbow-chair ; 

A caudlo-rup, without an ear ; 

A batter'd, shatter’d ash bedstead; 

A box of deal, without a lid ; 

A pair of tongs, but out of joint ; 

A back-sword poker, without point; 

A pot that's crack'd across, around 
With an old knotted garter bound ; 

An iron lock, without a key ; 

A wig, with liangine quite grown 
A curtain worn to half a str^; 

A pair of bellows, without pipe ; 

A dish which might good meat afibrd onoe^ 

An OW, and an old CoftoofdMioe; 
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Ai^ottle-bottora, wooden platter, 

On^ is Jur meal, and one for water : 
I'hcreT^wise is a copper skillet. 

Which runs as fast out as you fill it; 

A candlestick, snuff-dish, amf savc-all : 

And thus his house-hold goods you have all. 
These to your Lordship, m a friend, 

Till you have built, I freely lend. 

They’ll serve your Lordship for a shift; 
Why not, as well as Doctor Swift ? 


ODE TO SPRING. 

BT A LaET . 

Uafl, blushing goddess, beaataous Sprit^ 
Who, in tliy jocund train, dost bring 
Loves and Graces, smiling hour^ 

Balmy breezes, fragrant flowers : 

Come, with tints of roseate hue. 

Nature’s faded charms renew. 

Yet why shoilld I thy presence hail ? 

To me no more the breaking gale 
Comes fraught with sweets; no more die rose 
Widi such tranmndant beauty blows. 

As when Cadcaus blest the scene. 

And shar’d with me those joye serene; 
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When, unperceivy, the lambent fire 
Of friendship kindled new desire : 

Still listening to his tuneful tongue, 

The truths, which angels might have sung, 
I^ivine, imprest their gentle sway, 

And sweetly stole my soul away. 

My guide, instructor, lover, friend, 

(Dear names !) in one idea blend; 

Oh ! still conjoitrd, your incense rise, 

And waft sweet odours to the skies ! 


ODE TO WISDOM. 

BY TU£ SAME. 

Oh , Pallas ! I invoke thy aid ! 

Vouchsafe to hear a wretched miud, 

By tender love depresl; 

’Tis just that thou sbould’st heal the smart 
Inflicted by tby suSUe art. 

And calm my troubled breast. 

No random-shot from Cupid’s bow. 

But by thy guidaoeo, soft and slow. 

It sunk within my heart; 

Thus, Love being arm*d with Wisdom’s force, 
fn rain 1 try to stop its course, 

1% eain repel the dart. 
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0 goddess ! break the fatal league ; 
Let Love, with Folly and Xotr^ue, 

More fit associates find ! 

And thou alone within my breast, 

01 ifeigia to soothe my griefs to rcs4 

And heal my tor4^*d mind. 


HORACE, BOOK II. ODE L 

PARAPHRASED. 

ADBRESSED TO StCEAED eiJEELE, ESQ. 1714 . 


** Efl 9ui promittit civM^ oAem sibi cnra^ 

** Imperiuin tore* A ltBliam,adBlulimdeorai&.* 

Hoc. 1 SaL wtek 

Dick, thouVt resolv’d, as I am told. 

Some strange arcana to unfold, 

And, with the help of Buckley's pen. 

To vamp the good old cause Bgam, 

Which tliou (budi Burnet’s shrewd advice il) 
Must furbish up, and nickname Crisis. 

Thou pompously wdt Ut us know' 

What all the world knew loogi^, 

(£*er since Sir William Gore was mayor. 

And Uaiiey fiilM the Commons' chair,) 

That wc a German Prince muit-own 
When Anne for Jieaven resjigiaB her throW' 
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But, more than d^iat, ke«p a loat 

With — ^who is in— and who is out ; 
Thou'lt rail devoutly at the peace, 

And all its secret causes traoe. 

The bucket-play ’tuyi^t Whigs and Tories^ 
Their ups and downs, with fifty stories 
Of tricks the Lord of Oxford knows, 

And errors of our Plenipoes. 

Thou’lt tell of leagues among the great, 
Portending ruin to our state; 

And of that dreadful coup d’eclat, 

Which has afforded tliee much chat. 

The Queen, forsooth, (despotic,) gave 
TweUe coronets without thy leave! 

A breach of liberty, ’tis own’d, 

For which no heads have yet aton'd f 
Believe me, what thou’st undertaken 
May bring in jeopardy thy bocon ; 

For madmen, children, wits, and fools. 
Should never meddle with edg’d tods. 
But, since thouVc into the fir^ 

And canst not easily retire, 

Thou must DO longer deal in fivoe. 

Nor pump to cobble wicked verse; 

Until thou shall have eas’d tby consoieuoe, 
Of spleen, of politics, and nonaeiise; 

And, when tliou’st bid adieu to cares, 

4^d settled Europe^s grand affiurs, 

Ti^ill then, perhaps, be wortb thy while 
For Dhiry-lwe to shape thy s^lc} 
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* To make a pair of jolly feUowa, 

* The son and father join, Co tell us 
' How sons may safely disobey, 

* And fathers never should iay nay; 

* By which wise cuiidu<^hey grow friends 

* At last — and so the story ends*/ 

When first I knew thee, Dick, thou wcrt 
Renown’d for skill in Faustus' artf, 

Which made thy closet much frequented 
By buxom lasses— some repented 
Tiieit luckless choice of husbands— otlicrs. 
Impatient to be like their mothers, 

KeceivM from thee profound directions, 

How best to settle their affections. 

Thus thou, a friend to die distress'd. 

Didst in tliy calling do tliy best. 

But DOW die Senate, (if dsings hit, 

And thou at Stockbridge wert not bit,) 

Must feel thy eloquence and fire, 

Approve thy schemes, thy wit admire. 

Thee with immortal houaurs crown, 

Whilst, patrioi-like, thoiflt strut and frown. 

Wliat though by enemies 'tis said. 

The laurel which adorns thy head. 

Must uue day come in competition 
By virtue of some sly petition: 

* This It Mid to be s of • comedy wiUi which Mr. aitMle 
hu tong thiestened the town. SWIFT.— In tome pucicSitti It 
w<Mdd apply to * The Conidoiie Lofvere.* 
t Thm wen lome toleinble grmiadt fhr this rdtocUoa^ 

Steele bpd setusUy s Ishentoiy at Ropier. 
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Yet mum for tliat; hope still the best. 
Nor let such cares disturb thy rest. 

Methin):s I hear thee loud as trumpet, 
As bagpipe shrill, or oyster-strumpet; 
Mctlunks 1 see thee, spruce and hue, 
With coat embroidered richly shine. 

And dazzle all the idol faces 
As through the hall thy worsliip paces ; 
(Though this I speak but at a venture, 
Supposing tliou hast tick with Huutcr) ; 
Methinks I see a blackguard rout 
Attend thy coach, and hear them shout 
In approbation of thy tongue. 

Which Tin their style) is purely hung: 
Now ! now you carry aU before you ! 
Nor dares one Jacobite or Tory 
Pretend to answer on^syl — labley 
Except the matchless hero A^ 7. 


What though her highness ao^her spouse 
In Antwerpt ^ frugal house, 

Yet, not forgetful of a friend, 

They’ll soon enable thee to spend, 

If to Macartney^ thou wilt toast. 

And to his pious patron’s ghost. 

Now manfully thou’lt run a tilt 
* On popet, for all the blood they’ve spilt; 


t Where tte Duka of MulboiwihtliM 
t GcBCiiiaiScBctDey.wliokllliitlisIhikcer^^ 
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* For massacres, and racks, and flames, 

* For lands enrich’d by crimson streams^ 

inquisitions taught by ^ain, 

* Of which the Christian ^Iwrld complain.' 

Dick, we agree— all’s true thou’st said. 
As that my Muse is yet a maid. 

But, if I may with freedom talk. 

An this is foreign to thy walk t 
Thy genius has perhaps a knack 
At trudging in a beaten track. 

But is for srate-afFairs as fit 
As mine for poHucs and wit. 

Then let us both in time grow wise. 

Nor higher than our talents rise ; 

To some snug cellar let’s repair 

From duns and debts, and drown out care 

Now quaff of honest ale a quart. 

Now venture at Mjfet of port. 

With which inspiMh we’U club each night 
Some tender sonnet to indite. 

And with Tom D’Urfey, Philips, DeUais, 
Immortalize our Dolls and Jenneys. 
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John Uennis the sheltering Poet*s Invitation 
to Richard Steele^ the secluded Party-writer^ 
and Member, to come and live with him in 
The Mint. 1714*. 

FIT TO BE BOOND UP WITH 'THE CRISIS.' 

Ir thou const lay aside a spendthrift’s air, 

And condescend to feed on homely fare, 

Such ns wc m inters, with ragouts unstoi^dy 
Will, m dchancc of the law, affprd : 

Quit thy patrols with Toby’s Christmas-box, 

And come to me at The Two Fighting Cocks <; 
Since prlntiug by subscription now is grown 
The s^cst, idlest cheat about the town; 

And cy’n Charles Gildon, who, a Papist bred. 
Has au alarm against that worship spread. 

Is practising those beaten paths of cruian^ 

And for new levies on Proposals musing. 

’Tis true, that Bldomsbury-squarc’s a oobleplaoet 
But what are loAy buildings in thy case? 

What’s a fine house embellish’d to profusion^ 
Where shouider-dabbers are in eaecutioii ? 

Or whence its timonnw tenant seldom sailing 
But apprehensive of insulting baUiffii. 

• T%U and the felkMftaf Poan n« printed Hmn copto la 
lantern Ukawy* K. sib so. m, 

«2 
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Tills QHcc be niindful of a friend's advice, 

And eqase to be imprbvidently nice ; 

Exchange the prospects that delude thy sight 
From Hi^gate's steep asj^nt, and Hampstead^s 
hei^t, 

With verdant scenes, that, from St. George’s field, 
More durable and safe enjoyments yield. 

Here I, cv'n I, that ne'er till now could find 
Ease to my troubled and suspicious mind, 

But ever was with jealousies possess’d, 

Am in a state of indolence and rest; 

Fearful no more of Frenchmen in disguise, 

Nor looking upon strangers as on spies ; 

But quite dit'ested of my former spleen, 

Am onprovok’d witliout and calm within ; 

And here I’ll wait thy coming, till tlie sun 
Shall its diurnal course completely run. 

Think not that thou of sturdy butt shall fail; 

My landlord’s cellar’s stock’d witli beer and 
ale, 

With every sort of malt that is in use, ' 

And eveiy country’s generous produce. 

The readif (^b^ here Christian faith is sick. 

Which mpkes us seldom trespass upon tick) 
Instantly brings the choicest liquors out, 

Whether we ask fok* home-brew’d or for stout, 
For mead or cydef, or, wi(!h dainties fed, 

Ring for a flask or two of white or red ; 

Such as the drawer wiU not fail to swear 
Was drunk by Pilkington when third time mayor. 
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Tlial name, methinks, so po|>ularly known 
For op]j(js>ition to the church and crown; 

Mi^ht muke the Lusitanian grape to pass. 

And almost pive a sanction to the glass ; 
Especially with lliec, whose has^ zeal 
Against the late rejected commerce-bill 
Make thee rise up, like an audacious elf,‘ 

To do the speaker honor, not thyself. 

But, if thou soar’st above the common prices. 
By virtue of subscription to thy Crisis; 

And nothing can go down with thee, but wines 
Press'd from Burgundian and Campanian vines, 
Bid tliem be bVought; for, diough 1 hate the 
French, 

I love their liquors, as thoo lov^st a wench ; 

Else thou must humble thy expensive taste. 

And, with us, hold contentment for a feast. 

The fire^s already lighted; and the maid 
Has a clean doth upon the table laid. 

Who never on a Saturday had struck. 

But for thy cmertainment, up a buck. 

Think of this act of grace, which by 3 nNir leave 
Suaao would not have done oa Easter Eve, ‘ 
Haddba not been infomiM orer and over, 
rTwas for th^ ingenious Author of " Tha Lover.'' 

Cease therefore to beguile tkynalf with hupiee. 
Which is no more than asakuig^aandy ropaa^ 

And quit the vam purmit aS loud apfiaaae, 

That must bewildm. thee in fectiBo't caup fc 
q3 
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Pry’thec what is’t to thee who guides the state? 
Why Dunkirk’s deinobtion is so late ? 

Or why her Majesty thmks ht to ceusc 
The dm of war, and husl^e world to peace? 
The clergy too, without tliy aid, can tell 
What texts to choose, and on what topics 
dwell ; 

And, uninstructed by thy babbling, teach 
Their flocks celestial happiness to reach. 

Rather let such poor souls as you and 1 
Say that the holidays are drawing nigh ; 

And that to-morrow’s sun begins the week, 
Which will abound with Store of* ale and cake, 
With hams of bacon, and with powder'd beef, 
Stuff'd to give field-itinerants relief. 

Then 1, who have within these precincts kept, 
And ue'er beyond the chimney'«wecper’s slept, 
Will take a loose, and venture to be seen,] 

Since ’twill be Sunday, upon Shanks’s green ; 
There, with erected looks and phrase sublime. 
To talk of unity of place and time; 

And with much malice, mix’d with little satire. 
Explode the wits on t’other side o' tb’ water. 

Why has my Lovd Oodolphio’i special grace 
Invested me with a queen'i-waiter’s place, 

If I, debarr’d of isativml ddights, 

Am not allow’d to qpend the penpusites? 

He’s but a shoit remove from being mad, ^ 
^bo at q tinm of julnlee is sac| I 
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Anti, like a griping usurer, docs spare 
II li) niuney to be squander’d by his heir; 

Flutter’d away in liveries and in coaches, 

And washy sorts of feminine debauches. 

As for my part, wliate’er the world may think, 

I’ll bid adieu to gravity, and drink ; 

And, tho’ I can’t put off a woeful mien, 

Will be all mirth and chcerfulaesb within: 

As, in despight of a censorious race, 

I most incontinently suck my face. 

What mighty projects does not he design, [wine? 
Whose stomach flow's, and bral(|^ turns round with 
Wine, powerful wine, can thaw the frozen cit, 
And fashion him to humour aud to wit; 

Makes even to disclose lijs art. 

By racking every secret from his heart; 

As lie flings off tlie statesman’s sly disguise. 

To name the cuckold’s wife w'ith whom be lies. 
Fv’n Sarum, wlien he quafis it stead of tea, 
Fancies himself in Canterbury’s see ; 

And S******, when be caroosing reels, 

Imagines that he has regain’d the seals t 
W******, by virtue of ia juice, can figbt^ 

And Stanhope of oooiniinonen make Iq^t. 

Wine gives Lord Willjam aptitude of parts^ 

And swells him with deserts: 

Whom can it not naks eloquent of speech ? 
Whom in eitfumest pover^ not rich? 

Since, by the meaM of the prevailing grape, 
rp^ss^ can Lacfamrre’f warmth not only ape, 
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Bu^lialf-seaa-o’er, by its inspiring bounties. 

Can qualify himself in several counties.- 
What I have promis'd, thou mayst rest assured. 
Shall faithfully and gladtjba.procur’d. 

Nay, rm already better than my word, 

New plates and knives adorn the jovial board; 
And, lest thou at their sight should’st make wry 
faces, 

The girl has scower’d the pots, and wash’d the 
glasses, 

Ta’en care so excellently well to clean ’em, 

That thou may’steee thine own dear picture in ’em. 

Moveover, due provision has been made. 

That conversation may not be betray'd; 

T have no company but what is proper 
To sit with the most flagrant Whig at supper. 
Hiere's not a man among them but must please, 
Since tfaay ’re as like ea^ other as are peas. 
Toland and Hare hove jointly scut me word, 
They’ll come; and Kenoet thinks to make a third, 
Provided he ’as no other invitation, 

From men of greater quality and station. 

Room will for Oldmixon and J — s be left ; 

But their discourses smell too much of theft: 
There would be no abiding in the room, 

Should two such ignorant pretenders come: 
However, by this trusty bearer write. 

If 1 should any orimr scabs iarite; 

IW if I may my serious judpeoDt give, 

Fm wliotfy for King diarles’s iranber five^ 
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That was the atint in which that monarch fix'd, 
Who would not be with notsinett perpleRM : 

And that, if thoiiUt agree to think it best, 

Shall be our tale of heads, without one other guest. 

Fvc nothing more, now this is said, to say, 

But to request thou'lt instantly awsqr. 

And leave the duties of thy present post, 

Vo some well-^killM rctiuner to a host; 

Doubtless he*ll carefully thy place supply. 

And o'er his grace’s horses have an eye, 

Wliile tliou, who'st slunk tliruugh postern mot* 
than once, 

Dost by that moans avoid a crowd of duns, 

^d, crossing o'er the Thames at Temple-stairs, 
■Ibav'st Philips with good words to cheat their eaia. 


NEWS FROM PARNASSUS. 

BY DB. DELANT. 

Parnassus, February the twenty-seventh. 

Ibe Poets assembled here on the eleventh, 
Conven'd by Apollo, who gave them to know, 
He'd have a vicegerent in his empire below ; 

But declar'd that no Bard should this honour 
inherit 

Till the rest agreed he surpass'd theminwt^. 
Now this, you'll allow, was a difhcult case,' 

For each Bard believ’d he*d a right to the pltoe; 
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I tV fUMembly grow warm in debata^ 
H^Ut theia 14 oiiod of his phaeton’s fate: 

^was urg’d to no purpose; disputes higher rose, 
Scarce Phoebus liimself their quarrels couh 
T ill at length he detensi^d that every B4rd[poBe; 
Should (each in his turn) be patiently heard. 

First, one who believ’d be excell’d in translatioq, 
Founds his claim on the doctrine of man’s transc 
migration : 

^ Since the soul pf great Milton was given to me, 

^ I hope the convention will quickly agree.’ 

* Agree 1’ quoth Apollo : * from whence is this ibol ? 
*l8 he just come froo^ reading Pythagoras 

school? 

* He gbne ! Sir, you’ve got your subscriptiqp ] 

time, 

* Add given in return neither reason nor rhyme.’ 
To the neat, says the God, ‘ Tbo’ now 1 won’t 

chose you, 

^ I’ll tell yod the reason fpr which I refuse you : 

* Love’s goddess has oft’ to her parents complain’d 
' Of my favouring aBard who her empire disdain’d ; 
^ Ihat, at my instigation, a poem you writ, 

* Which to bonuty and youth preferr’d judgment 

and wit; 

* That, to Imake you a Laureat, I gave the fint 

voice, 

' loj^ing the Britons t* approve of my choice, 

* Jove Hdnt her to me, her pow’r to try; 

* The Goddess of Beaa^ whet God can deny? 
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< Shig forbids jotir prefehnent; I grttnt htir desire, 

* iVppease tKe fair OeddesS ; you then may tw^ 

higher/ 

The next that appeai^M had good ho^ of^Bic- 
ceeding, • 

For he merited much for his ^ and Inibreedilk* 
’Twas wise in the Britons no favour toehOvPlnm^ 
He else might expect they should pay wfaat th^y 
owe hhn. 

And therefore they prudhiitly chose to diSCBrd 
The Patriot, whose.nmrits thqr would not rew‘a^* 
The God, with a smile, bad his favourite advance^ 

* 'Too were sent by Astraea her Envoy ttt ErauoiB : 

* You bent yoot ambhipn to rise in the Btatei ^ 

* I refuse you because you CoutdTOO^tdb^grealf 
T^n a Bard who bad been a succ^s^ Tihaak 

* The €onventioA oUdws me a Versttcator.'flUor, 
Says Apollo, * You mention the least €/t your merit ; 

* 'Ey your worics it ap](iear 8 you haia much of m j 

spint. 

* I esteem you so welT, that, to tell you the truth, 

* The greatest obj^ctipq agjiyay you 's youryouth ; 
' Then be not concern'd you now laid aside; 

* If you livo, you shatfoertainly one day 'preside.' 

Another, low bendii^ ^^llo thus gre^ 

* Twas I taught your' lubiects to throi^ 

the 111:6610.** 

*Yoa taught thamtoape^/ wty, thejJaaaw k 
befoia : 

< But gjivf me the ted that eon teach fhwtftoaaiC 
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* Whenever he cltiins, *tia his rights FU confess, 
i Who letelj attempted mj style with success; 

' Who writes like Apollo has most of his ^irit, 

1 And thei^efore 'tis just #di|mngui8h his merit; 

« Who males it appear, by dSf he has writ, 

* IMv judgm^i^^ alone can set bounds to liis wit : 

* Viigil correct, with his own native ease, 

* Mcels even Virgil in eluant praise ; [due, 

* Who, admires the ancients, and knows ’tis their 

< Yet writes in a manner entirely new; [plore, 
*f,Tbo* none with more ease tb^ depths can ex- 

* Yet whatever be wants he takes from my store: 
^ ^Tlio’ Fm fond of bis virtues, has pride I can,,,see, 

< Xp scorning to borrow from any but me ; 

* It k owing to diis that, like Cynthia, his lays 

* ^diig^iSen the world by reflecting my rays/ 
^Qrii.snidt. the whole audience soon found out 

bk&ft: 

'Jbe convention was summon'd m favour of Swift. 


PHILLIS: 

ORi Tta FROCTRW OF LOV£. 

Itl#. 

DnsroNDiHo FhilUs was endu’d 

Wkhet'ijlalmitofhiiraiki^ . 

81m tiwmhled when moan 

•iaiiti^hnr,nidhhe turn’d 
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If o’er njrainst her you were plac’d, 

She clun<c not look above your waist; 

SlieVI j .i^hei- take you to her bed, 

I'hnn let you see her dress her head. 

In cliui ch you licor her, thro’ the crowd, 

Kcpcut the Absolution loud: 

In church, secure behind her fan, 

She durst behold that monster Man; 

There practi<s’d how to place her head. 

And bite her lips to make them red; 

Or on the mat devoutly kneeling, 

Would lift her eyes up to the cieling, 

And heave her bosom unaware. 

For neighb’ring beaux to see it bare. 

At length a lucky lover came. 

And found admittance to die dame. 

Suppose all parties now agreed. 

The writing drawn, the lawyer feed. 

The Vicar and the ring bespoke ; 

Guess, how could such a match be broke? 

See then what mortals place their bliss in! 

Next mom betimes the bride was missing. 

The inodier scream’d, the father cliid ; 

Where can this idle wench be hid ? 

No news of Phil ! The bridegroom came. 

And thought his bride had scuJk’d for shimie. 
Because her father us’d to say. 

The girl had such a bashful way. 

Now John the butler most be seat 
To learn the road that Phillis wants 

SWIFT. VOL. I. a 
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7be groom w&i wi^^d to saddle Crop^' 

^or John must neitiier light nor atop^ 

But find her, wheresoe’er she fled^ 

And bring her back alive or dead. 

See het« again die devil ^lado. 

For truly John wa<( missing too( 

The horse and piUion both Were gone: 
Fhillib, it seems, was fled with John! 

Old Madam, who went up to And 
What papere Phil had left behind^ 

A letter on the toilette sees, 

* To my much honour’d father — these/ 
(’Tis always done, romances tell us, 

When daughters run away with fellows,) 
Fill’d with the choieest common-places 
By other*! us’d in -the like cases: 

‘ That long ago a fortune-teller 
‘ Exactly said what now befel her, 

* And in a glass had made her see 

* A serving niah of low degree; 

^ It was her fate, must be forgiven, 

* For marriages were made in heaven : 

* Ilis pardon begg'd ; but, to be plain, 

« She’d do’t. If ’ttvere to do, again : 

‘ ThankM God ’twas neither shame nor sin, 
‘ For John was eenoe of honest kin : 

‘ Love never thinks of rich and poor; 

* She’d beg with John from door to door; 

* Forgive her if it be a crime ; 

* She’ll never do’c another time: 
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‘ She ne'er before, in all her lifjp, 

‘ Once disobey’d him, maid nor vife.' 

One ari;uinent she smiuu'd np all in, 

* Tlie thing done, and past recalling; 

( And therefoive hop'd she should recover 
< ills favour, whah his passion's oy^r: 

* She valu'd not what others tliought her, 

* And was — his most obedient daughter.’ 

Fair Maidens all ! attend the Muse, 

Who now the wand'nng pair purspi^: 

Away they rode in homely sort. 

Their journey long, tlieir money short: 

The loving couple well beimr'd* 

The horse and both the nders tir'd. 

Their victuals bad, thetr lodging wprify 
Phil cry'd, <tud Jolm began to ousse j 
Phil wish'd that she iiad strain'd a 
When first she ventur'd out with iui 9 > 

Jobu wish’d (^ha( b# ^ 

When hist for hgr quitted 
But what adventures more betel ’eu^ 

The bath now qo tipo^ to tell 'gm; 

How Johnny wheedhMt hawu'df 

Till Plulhf all her trinl^ts pawn'd; 

How oft' sh^ bfok^ lief niarriagu-vowa 
111 Ifuuliipss, to Euaiuuuu hfir fpoufe, 

Jlh awaiffs upwbpies^e c^’d the : 

For now the rufget/U? must bf pudy 
To whom those perquisites aiw goap 
lu Chn^qan j9?^ce to ^oho. 

It 2 
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When food and raiment now grew scarce. 
Fate ptit a period to the farce. 

And with exact poetic justice. 

For John is landlord, Phillis hostess; 

They keep at Staines the GM Blue Boar, 
Are cat and dog, and rogue and whore. 


AD AMTCDM ERUDITUM 

THOMAM SHERIDAN. 

ScripsitOct. ann. Dom. 1717. 

Delicia Sheridan Musarum, dulcis Amice, 

Sic tibi propitius Permessi ad flumen Apollo 
Occurat, seu te mimuni convivia ridcnt, 
.Alquivoooaque sales spargis, seu luderc versu 
Malles; die, Sheridan, quisnam fuit ille dcorum, 
Qub melior natura orto tibi tradidit artem 
jtimandi genium puerorum, atque inia cerebri 
Scrutandi ? Tibi nascenti ad cunabula Fallas 
Astitit ; et dixit, mentis prssaga futurz, 

Heu, puer infelix ! nostro sub sidere natus; 

Nam tu pectus eris sine corpore, corporis umbra; 
Sed levitate umbram auperabis, tocC cicadam : 
Musca femur, palmas tibi mus dedit, ardea crura. 
Corpore sed tenui tibi quod natura negavit, 

Hoc animi dotes supplebunt; tcqive^docente, 

Ncc longum tempos, surget tibi docta juventw, 



TO 99? ^ 8if wimr. ^ ^ 

ArtibuB eg;r6|gjis ammas ^nscructa novcU^ 

Gre\ hiuc Pobuiuus vemt, ccce, saluti^A(llpb|, 

Ast illi causas oraiic; his insula visa eat, 

Divmiim capiiti aodu cuastrpigere 

Natalis te horqe non fallunt signa, sed usqa# 
Consc'iue, e;tpedias puero seu l«tus Apollo 
Nasconti arnsit; sive ilium fri^idus horror 
8aturni premiiC, aut septeai mdavere trioaes* 

Qum tu altfe ptetutusqo^ latequa semiaa oemiii 
Quaque diu obtundeuiio ohm subloaimis wm 
E rumpent, promis; quo iitu ssape puella 
8ub ciiiere hesterno srjpjtos syscitat ignes. 

Te dommufo agnuscit q tcuuqae aub aerenatttli 
Quos indulgentib intnmni custodia macrip 
Pessundat nam ssbpe vides lu at^ipite matDM|. 

Aureus it ramus, vencrands doaa8ibyi|% 
£nea sedes taubum pntefecit Averous; 

Saepe puer, tua quern tetigit scmel aurea idifiy 
Coelumque terrasque yidet, nootamqqrpcofaiMjblW. 


I^ETTER TO THE Ret. Da. S9ERJD4N* 

Sept.i, iriA. 

SIR, 

W uate’er pradaoe^ors tgoght 

|)iaye a great eslMB ibr Plwtpi^ 

S3 
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And think your boys may gather there-hence 
More wit and humour than from Terence; 

Bat as to comic Aristophanes, 

The rogue too bawdy and too profane is. 

I Went in vain to look for l^polis, 

Down in the Strand, just where the new Polo 
is; 

Tor I can tell you one thing, that I can, 

You will not find it in the Vatican. 

He and Cratinus used, as Horace says, 

To take the greatest grandees for asses : 

Poets, in those days, used to venture high ; 

But tliese are lost full many a century. 

Thus you may see, dear Friend ! ex pede henco 
My judgment of the old comedians. 

Proqsed to tragics. First, Euripides 
(An author where I sometimes dip ardays) 

Is rightly censured by the Stagirite, 

Who says his numbers do not fadge aright. 

A friend of mine that author despises 
So much, he swears the very best piece is. 

For aught he knows, as bad as Thespis’s; 

And that a woman in those tragedies, 

Commonly speaking, but a sad jade isi 
At least I’m well assur'd that no^lk lays 
The weight on him tliey do on Sophocles: 

But above nil 1< prefer A^chylus, 

Whose moving touches, when they please, kill U9* 
And now I find my Muse but ill able 
To hold out longer in trisyllable. 



TO ttSLm DELANr. 


t9i 


I chose these rhymes out for their difficuitj; 
Will you return as hard ones if I call t’ye? 


TO MR. DELANY. 

WBITTEN NOV. 10, 1713. 

To you, ^hose virtues I must own 
With shame, I have too lately known; 
To you, by Art and Nature taught 
To be the man 1 long have sought. 

Had not ill Fate, perverse and bliud, 
Plac'd you in life too far behind; 

Or, ^^hat I should repine at more, 
Plac’d me in life too far before ; 

To you tlie Muse this verse bestows, 
Which might as well have been in prose : 
No thought, no fancy, no sublime, 

But simple topics told in rhyme. 

Talents for conversation tit 
Are humour, breeding, sense, and wit: 
The last, as boundless as the wind. 

Is well conceiv’d, tho’ not defin’d ; 

For, sure, by wit is cliiefly meant 
Applying well what we invent. 

What humour i|, not all the tribe 
Of logic-mongers can describe ; 

Here Nature only acts her part, 
Unbelp’d by practice, books, or art; 
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For «v|t and humour differ quite ; 
lliatf gives surprise, and tins delight, 
Ifumour is odd, grotesque, uiid wild. 
Only by aSectatiun spod*d : 

*Tis never by i^ivention 
Men have it who'i they know it not. 
Oar conversation to refine. 

Humour and wit must both combine: 
From both we learn to rally well, ^ 
'Wherein, sometimes, the 1' rench e vcel, 
\^oiturc, in various lights, displays 
'I'hat irony which turns to praise : 

His genius first fomid out the rule 
For an obliging ridicule : 

He flatters with peculiar air 
The brave, the w'itty, and the lair; 

And fouls would fancy he intends 
A satire where hr most commends- 
But as a pour pretending beau. 
Because he fain would make a show^ 
Nor can arrive at silver lace. 

Takes up with copper in the place ; 

8o the pert dunces of mankind, 
When’er they would be thought refin'd, 
As if the dilTrence lay abstruse [ 
*Twixt raillery and -gross abuse. 

To shew their pacts will scold and^^. 
Like porters o’er a pot of ale. 

Such is that clan of boisterous beme* 
Always together by theears| 
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Shrewd fellows and arch wags ! a tribe 
That meet for nothing but to gibe ; 
Who first run one another down, 

Auri then fall foul on all the Town ; 
Skill’d in the horse-laugh and dry rub^ 
And call’d by excellence 1’hc Club ; 

1 mean your Butler, Dawson, Car, 

All special friends, and always jar. 

The mettled and the vicious steed 
Differ as little in their breed; 

Nay, Voiture is as like Tom Lee 
As rudeness is to repartee. 

If wlmt you said I wish unspoke, 
'Twill not suffice it was a joke ; 
Reproach not, tho’ in jest, a friend 
For those defects he cannot mend; 
Tlis lineage, calling, shape, or sense, 

If oamM with scorn, gives just offence. 

What use in life to make men fret, 
Part in worse humour than they met P 
Thus all society is lost. 

Men laugh at one another's cost ; 

And half the company is teas’d. 

That came together to be pleas’d f 
For all buffoons have most in view 
To please themselves by vexing you. 

You wonder now to sec me write 
So gravely on a subject light. 

Some part of what I here design 
Begunis a friend* of your's and mine^ 
• He mesBi Dr. Sbendaiu 
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Who, neither void of sense nor wit. 

Vet seldom judges what is fit, 

But sallies urt* heyoud his bounds. 

And takes unmeasurable roi^idf. 

A^'^hen jests are carried on too for. 

And the loud lau^h begins the war. 

You keep your countenance for shame. 

Vet still you think your friend's to blame; 
For tho’ men cry they love a jest, 

*Tis but v\hcn others stand the test; 

And, would you liave their meaning known. 
They love a jest that is their own. 

You must, altbo* the point be nice. 
Bestow your fnend »3me good advice ; 

One hint from you will set him right. 

And teach him how to be polite. 

Bid him, like you, observe with pare 
Whom to be hard on, wlium to spare ; 
Nor, indistinctly, to suppose 
All subjects like Dan Jackson’s nose ; 

To study the obliging jest 
By reading those who teach it best. 

For prose I recommend Voiture’s, 

For verse (I speak my judgment) yours, 
lie'll find the secret out frojn thence, 

To rhyme all day without ojence. 

And 1 no more shall then accuse 
The flirts of his ill-maaner'd Muse. 

If he be guilty you must mend him ; 

If he be innpeent defend him. 
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THE PROGRESS OF POETRY. 

1720. 


1 HE farmer’s goose, who in the stubble 
Has fed without restraint or trouble. 

Grown fat with corn, and sitting still. 

Can scarce get o’er the barn-door sill, 

And hardly waddles forth to cool 
Her belly in the neighb’ring pool, 

Nor loudly cackles at the door, 

Tor cackliiif> shews tlie goose is poor: 

But when she must be turn’d to graze, 

And round the bairen common strays, 

Hard exercise and haixler fare 

Soon make my dame grow lank and spare ; 

Her body hght, she tries her wings, 

And scorns tiic ground, and upward springs ; 
Willie ail the parish, as slie flies, 

Hears sounds harmonious from the skies. 

Such IS the poet ^resh in pay, 

(The tliird night’s profits of his play,) 

His inornmg-drauglits till noon can swiU 
Among his brethren of the quill ; 

With good roast beef his belly full, 

Grown lazy, foggy, fat, and dull. 

Deep sunk in plenty and delight. 

What poet e’er could take lus li .rhi * 
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Or, stufTd with phlegm up to the throat. 
What poet o'er cooJd sing a note ? 

Nor Pegasus could bear the load 
Along the high celestial road ; 

The steedf oppress'd, would break his girth 
To raise the lumber from the earth. 

But view him in another scene. 

When all Ins drink is Hippocrene, 

His money spent, his patrons fail. 

His credit out for cheese and ale. 

His two-years' coat so smooth and bare^ 
Thro' ev'ry thread it lets in air : 

With hungry meals his body pin'd. 

His guts and betty'Cull of wind ; 

And, like a jocky for a race. 

His flesh brought down to flying case ; 
Now his exalted spirit loathes 
Incumbrances of food and clothes. 

And up he rises like a vapour. 

Supported high on wings of paper; 

He singing flies, and flying sings, 

Wlule from below all Grub-street rings. 
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THE PROGRESS OF BEAUTY. 

1720 , 

I. 

w HEN first Diana leaves her bed. 

Vapours and steams her look disgrace, 

A frowzy dirty-colonr'd red 

Sits on her cloudy w rinkled face. 

IL 

But by degioes, when mounted l^gh. 

Her artificial face appears 

Down from her window in the sky. 

Her spots are gone, her visage clears, 

III. 

’TwixC earthly females and the moon 
Ail parallels exactly run ; 

If Celia should appear too soon, 

Alas ! the nyuiph would be undone ! 

rv. 

To see her fiom lier |ullow rise. 

All reeking in a efioudy steem, 

CrackM lips, foul teeth, and gummy ^et, 
PeerScrephoil ! bow would ho blaspbeme S 

• 
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V. 

Three colours, black, and red, and white, 

Sti graceful in their proper place; 

Remove them to a ditf’i*cnL|(yi.tc, 

They form a frightftil hideous face. 

VI. 

For instiincc, wlien the lily skipS 
Into the prcciiirts of tlie rose. 

And takes possession of tiie lips. 

Leaving the purple to the nose. 

VII. 

So Celia went entire to bed, 

All hor complexion safe and sound: 

But when she rose, white, black, and red, 

Tiio* still in sight, liad changed thoir ground. 

VIII. 

The black, which would not, be confin’d, 

A more inferior station seeks, 

Leaving tlie fiery red behind, 

And mingles in her muddy cheeks. 

IX. 

But Celia can wkh ease reduce, 

By lielp of ponoili paint, and brash. 

Each colour to ks plaoe and use, 

Asm! teaoh her cheeks «gain to Uuah. 
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X. 1 

Snt lcrK>w», hrr early self" no more ; 
r.ui, hil’d with admimtion, itaiitk, 
oihrr priinters oft adore 
The wQikjiian&liip of' tlieir oun Imnds. 

XI. 

Thus, after fiKir important houra, 

Cclu's the vvoiider of her sex : 

Sav winch among: the heav'nly powers 
Could caubc such marvellous, effects f 

XII. 

Venn*., indiilj;ont to her kind, 

(ja\e women all their hearts could wish, 

Wiieii first sfie taught them where to iiiid 
W lute-lead and Lusitauian dish. 

xni. 

Love with white-lead cements his wiu^s: 
White-lead was sent us to repair 

Two brightest, britdest, earthly thuigs^ 

A lady’s face and China wore. 

XIV. 

She ventures now to lift the sash ; 

The window is her pioper sphere : 

Ah ! lovely Nymph ! iw aot eeo lash, 

Nor let the beW epproech too ncer. 

hU 



seo 


«lSCEZ.i.ANBOV8 


XV. 

'Take pattern by your sister star ^ 

Delude at once and bless our^sifcht ; 

When you are seen, be sc?en fur. 
And cliiafly choose to shine by iii;gfat, 

XVT. 

But art no longer can prevail^ 

When the materials all are gone^ 

The best mechanic hand must fail 
Where nothing's left to work upon. 

XVIL 

Ihiatter, as wise logicians aay. 

Cannot without a form subsist^ 

And form, «ay I, as well ns they^ 

JMusc fail if matter brmgs no g/astm 

XVIIL 

And this is fair Diana’a case; 

Por uLL astrologers maintain 

Each iughta bit drops oft' iier face 
When mortals say she's in her wane. 

XIX. 

While Partridge wisely shews ihe caase 
Efficient of die moon's decay, 

Tbat Cancer withiiis |widaous dam 
Attacks iier ind» ]£|ilky-wj^; 
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XX. 

But Cad})ury, in art profound, 

FroTi her pale checks pretends to shovr 

That swain Endymion is not sounds 
Or else that iVlercury’s her foe. 

XXL 

But let the cause he what it will^ 

In half a month she looks so thin, 

That Flamstead can, witli all his skill. 

See but her forehead and her chin. 

XXII. 

Yet as she wastes she grows discreet. 

Till midnight never shews her head; 

So rotting Celia strolls the street 
When sober folks are all a-bed. 

xxra. 

For sure if this be Luna’s fate, 
poor Celia, but of mortal race, 

{n vain expects a longer date 
To the materials of her &ce. 

XXIV. 


^o painting can restore a nose, 
Nor will hw tfieth return again. 

aS 


^en Mercury her tresses mowi^ 
To think of black-fead cosabs i 
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XXV. 

Ye Pow'*rs who over love preside! 

Since mortal beauties drop so soon. 

If you would have us well su^y’d, 

Send us new nymphs with each new moon. 


APOLLO TO THE DEAN. 

1720. 

Right Trusty ! and so forth : — ^we let yon to 
know 

Wo are very ill usM by your mortals below; 

For, first, t have often by chymists been told, 

Tho* I know nothing on’t, it is I that make gold; 
Which when you liave got you so carefully hide it, 
^’hat since I was born I hardly have spy’d it. 
Then it must bo allow’d, that whenever I shine 
I forward the ^rass and I ripen the line; 

To me the good fellows apply for relief, [beef; 
Witliout whom they could get neither claret nor 
Yet tlieir wine and their victuals these curmudgeon 
lubbards 

Lock up from my sight in cellars and cupboards. 
That I have an ill eye they wickedly think. 

And taint nil their meat, and sour all their drink. 
But, thirdly, and lastly, it must be allow'd 
1 alone can inspire the poetical crowd; 
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niis is graff’fuUy own’d by each boy in the College, 
Wlkom if 1 inspire it is not to my knowledge; 

This ov’ry pretender to rhyme will admit. 

Without ti-ouhlini; his head about.fudgmcnt or wit. 
These gciitlemcu use me with kmdne&s and 
freedom, [’em : 

-.And as for their works, when I please I mayrcsul 
They lie open on purpose on counters and stalls, 
iSnd the titles 1 view when I shine on the walls. 
But a comrade of yours, that traitor Delany, 
Whom I, for your sake, love* belter than any, 

And of my mere motion and special good grace 
Intended in time to succeed in yoiur place. 

On 1 uesda> the tenth seditiously came 
Witli a certain self traitress, one Stella, by name, 
To the Deancr)'>house, and on the north g1a'»s. 
Where, for fear of the cold, 1 never can pass, 

ThiMi and there, '* i et annis, wiih a certain utensil, 
Of value hve shillings, in English u pencil, 

Idd maliciously, fulseh, and trait’ ronsly, write, 
Whilst Stella aforesaid stood by with a light. 

My sister has lately depos’d upon oath, 

That she stopt in her course to look at them both ; 
That Stella was helping, abetting, and aiding. 

And still as he writ stood smiling and reading ; 
That her eyes were as bright as myself at noonday. 
Hut her graceful black locks were mingled with 
gray; 

And by the description 1 certainly know 

Tis the nymph that 1 courted some ten years ago; 
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Whom ivhcn I with the best of my talents endu’d, 
On her promise of yielduii; she acted the prude 
That soipe verses wcie wnt with felonious intent, 
Direct to the north, wliere l^evei went ; 

1 liat the letters appear’d rei erse tin u' the pane, 
But in Sulla s hii^hl € vls tin y wcie plac’d ii£;ht 
Wherein she distinctlvcould leadtv’r} line, [again, 
And presently guess’d tlie fancy w.is mine. 

IV ow you see why his verses so seldom arc shown , 
The reason is plain, they’ie none ol his own , 

And observe wlnU you Ine, liiat no man is shy 
To discover the eoud** he came honestly by. 

If I light on a thought he’ll certainly stc al it, 

And wlieu he 1 as got it, find ways to rtniceal it. 
Of all tlie (me things lie keeps in the d iik, 

There’s scarce one in ten hut what has mj loaik ; 
And let rliem be seen by rtie woild if he dare, 

I’ll make it appeal they are all stolen w u e. 

But as tor the poem be writ on yoni sash, 

^ think 1 have now goc him under my lash ; 

My iiBtei transcnb’d it last night to liis sorrow, 
And the public shall see it il I live nil to-morrow; 
Thro’ tiie zodiac aixiund it shall (juickly be spread, 
In all parts o( the globe whcie your language is 
He knows ver> well I ne’er gave a refusal, [read 
When he ask’d for my aid in tlie forms tliat are 
Bat the secret is this, I did lately mtend [usual , 
To write a few verses on }uu as my friend; 
f studied a fortnight before 1 could hnd, 

Afi I rode iD my clianot, a thought to my mad, 



APOLLO TO TKE SEAN. 


S05 


Anf^ resolved the next winter (for that is my time, 
IV hen tl»r days are at shortest) to get it in rhyme ; 
"i'dl then it was lock’d in my box at Parnassus, 
When that subtle companion, in hopes to surpass 
Conveys out my paper of hints by a trick, [us, 
(Por 1 think iu my conscience he deals with Old 
Nick,) 

And from my own stock provided with topics, 
lie gets to a window beyond both the tropicks, 
There, out of niy sight, just against the north zone, 
Writes dow'n iny conceits, and calls them his own; 
And you, like a cully, tlie bubble can swallow ; 
Now, who but Delany that writes like Apollo ! 
High treason by statute^ but here you object. 

He only stole hints^ but the verse is correct; 

Tho* the thought be Apollo's 'tis finely express^! ; 
So a thief steals my liorsc, and has him well dress'd. 
Now, whereas tlie said criminal sccius- past ro 
pentance, 

Wc Phabus think fit to proceed to the sentence. 
Since Delany has dar’d, like Proraetheas his sire. 
To climb to our region, and thence to steal fire, 
W^e order n rulturc, in shape of the Spleen i 
To pray on his liver, but not to be seen: 

And we order our subjects of every degree 
To believe all his verses were written ^ me ; 
And, nnder the pain of our highest diipleasiire, 
To call nothing his bat the rhyme and t^measure. 
And, lastly, for Stella, just out of lier primes 
Pm too mach reveng'd already by time. 
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In return to her scorn I sent her diseases, 

But 'Will now be her friend whenever she pleases; 
And the gifts I bestow M her will find her a lover, 
Tbo* she lives to be gray as a^adger all over. 


THE RUN UPON THE BANKERS. 

1720. 

!.• 

Toe bold encroachers on the deep 
Gain’d by degrees huge tracts of land ; 

Till Neptune, with one geu’ral sweep 
Turns all again to ban-en strand. 

II. 

Tlio multitude’s capricious pranks 
Are said to represent the seas. 

Which breaking Bankers and the banks. 
Resume theur own wbene er they please. 


HI. 

Mon^, the life-blooii of'the nation. 
Corrupts and stagnates in the veins^ 
Unless a proper circulation 
Its motion and its heat maintains. 



TU£ RUN UPON TUE BANKERS. 
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IV. 

Because ’tis lordly not to pay, 
Quakers und aldeimen in state. 
Like pc ers, have levees ev’ry day 
Of duns attending at their gate. 

V. 

We want our money on the naih; 

The Bankei’s ruiifd if he pays ; 
They seem to act an ancient tale ; 
The birds are met to strip die jays. 


VI. 

Riclies, the wisest monarch sings. 

Make pinions for diemscives to fly : 

They fly like bats on parchment wings. 

And geese their silver plumes supply. 

vn. 

No money left for squandering heirs! 

Bills turn tlie lendeis into debtors: 

The wish of Nerd now is theirs, 

That they had never known their letters. 

vin. 

Conceive the works of midnight-bags 
Tormenting fools behind tbeir backs: 
Thus bankers o’er their bills and bags 
Sit squeezing iauges ef wax. 
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IK. 

Conceive tlic vi'hole enchantment hroke ; 
Tiic witches left in open air, 

Witli powV no more tlian otViKT folk, 
£xpos*d with all their ma^ic ware. 

X. 

So powerful arc a Banker’s hilla 

Where creditors demand then* due; 

They hreak up counters, doors, and tills. 
And leave the empty chests in view. 

XL 

Thus when an earthquake lets in light 
Upon the god of gold and liell, 

Unable to endure tlie sight, 

11c hides within his darkest cell. 


XII. 

As when a coni’rer takes a lease 
From Satan for a term of ycurs> 

The tenant’s in a dismal case, 

Whene’er die bloody bond appears. 

xin. 

A baited Banker thus desponds. 

From his own hand foresees liis fail ; 
They have his soul who have iiis bonds ; 
^is like die writing on the wait 
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AN XmSH FEAST. 

XTV. 

Ilow will rhc caitiff wretch be scar’d, 

When first he fnids himself awake 
At tla last trumpet unprepar’d. 

And all his grand account to make ? 

XV. 

For in that universal call 

Pew Bankers will to lieavcn he mounters; 
1 hey ’ll cry, Ye Shops! upon us fall; 

“ Conceal and cover us, ye Counters I'’ 

XM. 

When other uands the scales shall hold, 

And they in meu and angels’ sight 
Produc’d witii all their hills and gold, 
Weigh’d ill the balance, and found light. 


THE 

DESCRIPTION OF AN IRTSH FEAST. 

TramUifed almost ViUrally out (f tite 
original Irish, 1720. 

I. 

O aovRKE’s noble fare 
Will ne’er be foi^ot 
By those who were there 
Or those wlio were not. 

T 
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SIO 


II. 

His revels to keep. 

We sup and we diiio 
On seven scoie sheepy^ 

Fat bullocks and swine* 

III. 

Usquebaugh to our feast 
In pails was brought up. 

An hundred at least. 

And a madder* our cup. 

IV. 

O there is tlie sport ! 

We rise witli the light 
In UiSorderly sort 

From anoring all night. 

V. 

O how I was trick'd ! 

My pipe it was broke. 

My pocket was picked, 

1 lost my new cloak, 

VI. 

' I'm rifled,* quoth Nell, 

‘ Of manilc and kercher: 

•W by then fort cliein well, 

* The de*il take the searcher, 
• A woodeta vessel. 
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vn. 

' Come, Harprr, strike up ; 

*■ But, first, by your favour, 

' Boy, us a cup: 

‘ All ! tins lias some savour/ 

VIII. 

O Hourke’s jolly boys 

Nc ei di earn’d of tlic matter, 
’I ill, rous’d by fbc noise 
And musical clatter. 


IX. 

They bounce from their nest, 

No lorifti 1 will ta. ry ; 

They rise ready drest, 

itliout one A VC Alary. 

X. 

They dance in a round, 

Cuttiiit; caper^ and ramping; 

A meicy the ground 

Did not burst ith ttieir stamping. 

XI. 

The floor is all wet 

With lerps and with jumps, 

Wh.le the water and sweat 
Splish splash in their pumpa. 
t2 
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XIT. 

Bless you late and early 
Laughlin O Eimgin ; 

By my band you daiicc/rarely 
Margery Griujigm. 

XIII. 

Bring straw for our bed, 

Shake it down to the feet, 

Tlieii over us spread 
Tiie winnowing sliect. 

XIV. 

To shew I don’t flincli, 

Fill the bowl up again, 

Then give us a pinch 
Of your sneezing, a yean*. 

XV. 

Good Lord 1 what a sight. 

After all tiieir good cheer, 

For people to fight 
in the midst of their beer? 

X\T. 

They rise from their feast. 

And hot are their brains, 

A cubit at least, 

The length of their skeansj*. 

* An Iriili word for weraw. t or ihort swords. 
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II, 

Wh 't stabs and ^h.it cuts, 
W hat rlatt'iJiic of sticks 
h ii stroke s »n the RUtsr, 
hat bastings and kicks ! 

XVIII. 

With cudj;el& <»f oak 

Well liardcn’d m flame. 

An hundred heads broke. 
An hundred stiuck lame. 

\IX. 

You Churl, I’ll maintain 
My father built Lusk, 

The castle of Slam, 

And Carrick Diumnisk: 


XX. 

The Earl of Kildare, ' 

And Moynalta hts brother; 
As great as they are, 

I was nurs’d by their mother. 

XXL 

Ask that of old Madam, 

She’ll tell you who’s who, 

As far up as Adam ; 

She k^ws It is tnie. 

X 3 
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XXII. 

Come, down with that beam ; 

If cudgeU are scarce 
A blow onxhe w'eam 
Or a kick on tiic a — sc. 


CLEVER TOM CLINCH 

GOING TO be hanged. 

Written in the year 1720. 

As clever Tom Clinch, wliile tlie rabble was 
bawling, 

Rode stately thro’ llolborn to die in liis calling, 
He siopt at the George for a bottle of sack, 

And promis’d to pay for it when he caiuu back. 
Ills waistcoat, and stockings, and brecc hes, were 
His cap had a new cherry riband to ty’t :[ white ; 
The maids to tlie doors and the balconies ran, 
And said, ' Lack-a-day ! he’s a proper young mim.’ 
But as from the windows the ladies he spy’d. 

Like a beau in the box, he bow’d low on each side; 
And when his last speech the loud hawkers did 
cry, 

He swore from his cart it was all a damn’d lie. 
The hangman for pardon fell down ou ins knee, 
Tom gave him a kick in tlie guts for his fee ; 
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Tlien silid, ‘ I must speak to tbc people a little, 

‘ But I’ll see you all damiiM beforc I will whittle*. 

' My honest friend VVildf, may he long bold his 
I)lace, [grace. 

* He leiigtiicn'd my life with a whole year of 
‘ '^I’alvc courage, dear Comrades! and he not afraid, 

* Xor slip this occasion to follow your trade; 

‘ My coiiscu ncc is clear, and iny spirits arc calm, 
‘ And tiius I go off without pray'r-book or psalm ; 
‘Then follow the practice of Clever Tom Clinch, 

‘ Who hung like a hero, and never would Hindi.* 


G EOR GE-NIM-DAN-DEAN*S 

invitation: 

TO MR. THOMAS SUKRIDAN. 

Dear Toni ! this verse, which, however the be- 
ginning may appear, yet in the end's good metre. 
Is sent to desire that, when your August vacation 
comes, your friends you’d meet here ; 

For why should you stay in that filthy hole, I mean 
the city so smoky, 

When you have not one friend left in town, or at 
least one that’s witty, to joke w’ye? 

• A cant word fur confpaaing at the gallowi. 
t Jonathan Wild, the noted thi«f<catcber, Uoder.keeper of 
Newnate, who wat hanged for receking stolen goods. 

t Thia Invitation seems to have been the joint composition of 
George Roclifort, John Boclifort, (who was called Nlm, oe Nim- 
rod, hy Dr. Swift, because he was fond of hnnung) Dan Jai^k- 
■on, and Dr. Swift, in a vein of whim and merriment : and. in 
all prosabillty, was sent off diiectlj by the post to Sheridan. 
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For as for hbnest John, tho' 1 am not sure on't, 
yet rtl be bang'd 'less he 
Be gone down to the county of Wexford, with 
that great peer the Lord^^Anglesey. 

Oh ! but I forgoc, perhaps, by this tinje, you may 
have one come to town, but I don’t know whe- 
ther he be friend or foe, Delany; 

But, however, if he be come, bring him down, and 
you shall go back in a fortnight, for I know 
there’s no delaying ye. 

Oh ! I forgot too, I believe there may be one more, 
I mean that great i at joker, Friend lielsham, he 
That wrote the Prologue*, and if you stay with 
him, depend on't in the end he'll sham ye. 
Bring down Longshanks Jim too ; but now I think 
on’t, he'snotcome yet from Courluwn, I fancy. 
For I heard, a month ago, that he was down there 
a-courting Sly Nancy. 

However, bring down yourself, and you bring 
down all ; for, to say it we may venture, 

In thee Del any 's spleen, John's mirth, Hclsham^s 
jokes, and the soft soul of amorous Jemmy Centre. 

POSTSCRIPT. 

I had forgot to desire you to bringdown what I say 
you have, and you'll believe me as sure as a gun 
and own it. 

I mean, what no other mortal ia the universe can 
boast of, your own spirit Qf pttn, and own wh, 

• One tpoken by young Tatknd, la 1710^ before HimlybM} 
In which l»r. SherldaiiTwho had written a predogoe fw the 
aocBsion) was most unexpectedly and egregiously laughed at. 
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And noA\ I hope you’ll excuse this rhyming, which 
I must fy!' V IS (l)iu' written somewhat at large) 
trim and clean; 

And so I conclude with humble respects, us usual, 
Yuur most dutiful and obedient 

ceouue-nim-dan-dean. 


TO GEORGE-NIM-DAN.DEAN, ESQ. 

UPON HIS INCOMPARABLE VERSES, Ac. 1721. 

Wr$tm hy Dr. Dclany, in the name of 
Ttiomoi Sheridan'^. 

Hail! human compound quadrifarious, 

Invincible as wight Unareus! 

llail ! doubly doubled mighty merry one, 

Stronger than triple-body 'd Geryon ! 

O may your vastness deign t’excuse 
The praises of a puny Muse, 

Unable, in her utmost flight. 

To reach the huge Colossian height ! 

T* attempt to write like thee were frantic, 

Whose lines are, like thyscll^ gigantic. 

Yet let me bless, in humbler strain, 

Thy \ast, thy bold,Cambysian vein, 

• Thetc vmet were all wcUten in circlet, one within another, 
as Use ohMiwiUuat us the fUlowing poem of Or. 
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Pbur'd oot t'enrich thj native isle 
Ab Egypt wont to be with N ilc. 

Oh how I joy to see thee wander 
In many a winding loose meander. 

In circling mazes, smooth supple, 

And ending in a clink quadruple; 

XiOud, yet agreeable withal, 

Like rivers rattling in their tall. 

Thine, sure, is poetry divine. 

Where wit and majesty combine; 

Wheie cv'ry line, as huge as seven. 

If stretch'd in length would reach to Heav* 
Here all comparing would be slaniprin^ ' 
The least 16 more thanAlexaudruie. 

Against thy verse Time sees with pain. 
He whitta his envious scythe m vain ; 

For tho' from thee he much may pare. 

Yet much thou still wilt have to spare. 
Thou hast alone the skill to feast 
With Roman elegance of taste, 

Who hast of rhymes as vast resources 
As Pompey’s caterer of courses. 

Oh thou! of all the Nine inspir'd. 

My languid soul, with teaching tir'd. 

How is it raptur'd when it thinks 
On thy harmonious set of clinks ! 

Each answ'ring each in various rhymti^ 
Like Echo to St. Patrick's chimes ! 

Tby Muse, majestic in her rage. 

Moves like Statira on the Stage, 



10 MR. THOMAS SHERIBAH* 

And scar tly can one page sustain 
Tilt of such a flowing train : 

Her n tuij, of vai’iegated dye^ 

S]iews like rhaumantia's in the sky ; 

ke they glow, alike they please. 

Alike inipiest by Plioebus’ rays. 

Tliy ' ise— (ye Gods! I cannot bear it) 

To what, to what shall I compare it? 

'Tis like, what I have oft heard spoke on, 
Tlie famous statue of Laocoon. 

'Tib like— O yeb ’ 'tis ve: y like it, 

'flkc long long string with wh'ch you fly kite. 
’Tib like what you, and one or two more. 
Hoar to your Echo * in good humour. 

And ev ry couplet thou hast writ 
Concludes like KlidtCah whittah-whitf. 


TO MR. THOMAS SHERIDAN, 

IfPON HIS VERSES WRITTEN IN CIRCLES. 


It never was known that circular letters 
By humble companions were sent to their bettei;^; 

• Ai (..OlHtopm there u eo fanoai ui Eoho, that, If you re- 
peal iwi I nmof Virgil out of a •{tcaking-trumpet, you may 
Leni Uu I >mph return them to yav car whli gicat paaprkety 

aim 1 1 

■I i Ube words allude to their amDsetnents with the Echo* 
Int ii>( n't other ngmUcation tut to aaptoa the amad of stonae 
icturncd by the Echo, when beaten one againat the otto. 
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And as to the subject, our judgment inclicrcle 
Is this, that you argue like fools in a circle. 

But now for your verses; we tell you, imprimis^ 
The segment so large ’tftfxt your reason tuid 
rhyme is, 

That we walk all about, like a horse in a pound* 
And before we find either our noddles turn round 
Sufficient it were, one would think, in your mad 
rant, 

Togive us your measures of lines by a quadrant; 
But we took our dividers^ and found your d^n'd 
metre, 

In each single verse took up a diameter. 

But how, Mr. Sheridan, came you to vetiture 
George, Dan, DcimJ and Nim to place in the 
centre*? [pann’d, 

"Twill appear, to your cost, you are farcly tre- 
For the cxird of your circle is now in their hand; 
The cord, or the radius, it matters not whether, 
By which your jade Pegasus, fixt in a tether, [ring. 
As bis betters are us’d, shall be lash’d round the 
Three feHows with whips, and the Dean holds 
the string, [pass 

Will Hancock declares you are out of your com- 
To encroach on his art by writing of bombas, 
And lias taken just now a hrm resolution 
To answer your style without circumlocution. 

* There were lour huoau flguiea in the centre of the circular 

Kim. 
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LadyRetty^presents you her service most hum- 
ble, 

And is not afraid your Worship will grumble 
'fhat bhc makes o(| your verses a hoop for Miss 
Which IS all at present; and sol remain— [Tamf, 


OM 

DR.SHERIDAN’S CIRCULAR VERSES. 

BY MR. GXOROE ROCIIFORT. 

W ITH musick and poetry equally blest, 

A bard thus Apollo most humbly add rest t 

* Great Author of harmony, verses, and light ! 

* Assisted by thee, I both fiddle and write. 

* Yet unheeded I scrape, or t scribble all day ; 

' My verse is neglected, my tune's thrown away. 

* Thy substitute here, Vice>Apollo, disdains 

' To vouch for my numbers, or list to my strain«> ; 
‘ Thy manual signet refuses to put 

* To the airs I produce from the pen or the gut. 

* Be thou then propitious, great Phoebus; and 

* Rdief, or reward, to my merit, or want [grant 


» Dnai^teroruw Esrl of Dro^iedi^ sad ninied to Gtorge 
BflchfSoit, Eb. 

t Mtet Tmb, (a Show asme for ToBoua) Li4r Betw*« 
daiu^r, then poriUmSboat ovw oM. ttie lanoiraiaiTfcd 
to Quiam Uttbei^ B«q. of r ^ mtww a In the csaiuy of 


SWIFT. VOl. I. 


tr 
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‘ Thougli the Dean and Delany transcendcntly 
‘ O brighten one solo or sonnet of mine ! [shine, 
^ M'itli them I’m content thou should^t make thy 

* But visit thy servant in jig 6 An ode. [abode : 

* Make one work immortal ; ^tis all I request.’ 
Apollo look’d pleas’d ; and, resolving to jest, 

Reply’d, ‘ Honest friend, I 'vc consider'd thy case; 

* Nor dislike tliy well-meaning and humorous face. 

* Thy petition I grant: the boon is not great; 

* Thy works shall continue; artd here 's the re- 

ceipt. 

* On rondeaus hereafter thy fiddle-strings spend ; 
^ W me verses m circles; they never shall end.* 

PROLOGUE 

10 A PLAY FOR THE BENEFtT OF t)dfE ‘ ihsTRi^ED 
WEAVERS.’ BY DB. SHERIDAN. 

Spoken by Mr. Elringtm. 1721. 

S REAT cry and little wool — is now become 
e plague and proverb of the VVeaver’s loom : 
No Vvool to work on, neither weft nor warp; 
Their pockets empt^, and their stomachs sharp. 
Provok'd, in loud complaints to you they cry: 
JAdie^ r^lileve thid uteavers I or they di^ ! 

Forsi^e your silks for stuffii; nor rtiink it HtiraO|^ 
To shift your cloBthS| since you delight in change. 



pnoLOGur. TO a play. 




One tiling with freedom I’ll presume to tell— 

The iiicri will like you every bit ns well. 

See, I am dress’d from top to toe in stuff; 

And; by my troth; I think 1 ’in fine enough : 

IVly wii'e admires me more, and swears she never; 
III any dress, beheld me look so clever. 

And, if H man be better m such ware, 

Wiiat great advantage must it give the fair I 
Our wool from lambs of miioceiice procee»ls: 

Silks come from maggots, calhcucs from w'ecds: 
Hence 'ti# by sad experience tlmt we find 
Ladies in silks to vapours much inclin'd— > 
And what are tiiey but maggots in the iiimd? J 
For which i think it reason to conclude 
1'lmt cloHihs may change our temper like our food. 
Chintzes sue gm^dy, and engage our eyes 
Too much about the party>colour*d dyes: 
Although the lustre is from you begun. 

We see the rainbow, and neglect the sun. 

How sweet and innocent ’s the country maid. 
With small expense in native wool array’d j 
Who copies from the fields her homely green, 
While bj her -shepherd witli delight she *8 seen } 
iihould our fair ladies dress like her in wool, 
mnch more Ipvcly, and how beautiful. 
Without their Indian drapeiy, they 'd prove. 
Whilst wool would help to warm us into love J 
Then, like the famous Argonauts of Greece, 

We 'd conUod to gain the Golden Fleece | 
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EPILOGUE 

70 A PLAY FOR THE BENEFIT qj| TB£ WEAVERS 
IN IKELIND. 1721, 

HO dares affirm this is no pious age. 

When Chanty begins to tread the stage ? 

\Vlien actors, who at best arc hardly savers. 

Will give a night of benefit to Weavers ? 

Stay— let me see ; how finely will it sound ! 
ImprimiSy from his Grace a hundred pound. 

Peers, clergy, gentry, all are benefactors; 

And then comes in the item of the actors ; 
I/ew,the actors freely give aday— 

The poet had no more who made the play. 

From whence this wondrouscharity in play’rs? 
They learn’d it not at sermons or at pray'rs. 
Under the rose, since here are none but friends, 
To own the truth, we hayc some pnvate ends. 
Since waiting-women, like exacting jades, 

Hold up the prices of their old brocades, 

AVcTl dress in manufactures made at home. 

Equip our kings and gen'rals at the Comb; 

AVe*ll lig in Meath-street Egypt's haughty queen, 
And Anthony shall court her in ratecn : 

In blue shalloon shall Hannibal be clad, 

And Scipio trail an Irish purple plaid : 

In drugget dress’d of thirteen-pence a-yard, 
bfie Philip’s son amidst his Persian guard; 
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And proud Roxana, fir'd with jealous rage, 

Witli fifty yards of crape shall sweep the stage. 

In short, our kings and princesses within 
Arc all resolv'd the project to begin ; 

And you. our subjects, when you here resort, 
Must imitate the fashions of the court. 

Oh ! could I see this audience clad in stuflf, 
Tho' money's scarce, we should have trade enough : 
But chints, brocades, and lace, take all away, 

And scarce a crown is left to see a play. 

Perhaps you wonder wlieuce this friendship springs 
Between the Weavers and us playhouse^kings; 
But wit and weaving liad the same beginning; 
Pallas first taught us poetry and spinning. 

And next observe how this alliance fits. 

For Weavers now are just as poor as wits; 

Their brother quillmen, workei-s for the stage; 
For sorry stuff can get a crown a-page; 

Blit Weavers will be kinder to the play'rs. 

And sell for twenty-pence a yard of ^eirs; 

And, to your knowledge, there is often less in 
Tbe poet's wit than in the player’s dressing. 
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A POEM, 

BT DR. DtLANT, 

On the preceding prologue and epilocll. 

* Foemineo genen tnhuantur.' 

The Muses, whom the richest silks array, 

B^use to fling their shining gowns away : 

The pencil clothes the Nine in bright brocades, 
And gives each colour to the pictured maids ; 

Far above mortal-dress the sisters shine, 

Pride in their Indian robes, and must be fine. 
And shall two Bards in concert rhyme and ImfF, 
And fret these Muses with their Play-house btuflff 
The Player in mimic piety may storm, 

Deplore the Comb, and bid her Heroes arm : 

The arbitrary^nob, in paltry rage, 

May curse the Belles and Chintzes of the age : 
Yet still the Artist Worm her Silk shall share. 
And spin her thread of life in service of the fair. 

The Cotton-plant, whom satire cannot blast. 
Shall bloom the favourite of these realms, and last : 
Like yours, ye Fair, her fame from censure grows, 
Prevails in charms, and glares above her foes : 
Your injur'd plant shall meet a loud defence. 
And be emblem of your innocence. 



A POEM BY Ur. f)tLANY. 

Si'iini Rard, perhaps, whose landlord wtis a 
Weaver, 

Pcjin’fl the Prologue, to return a faVour : 

Some neighbour Wit, that would f>e in th'6 vogue, 
Work’d With liis friend, and wove the Epilogue. 

\\ ho u caves the chaplet, or provides the bays, 
For such Wool-gathering Sonnetteers as these ? 
llcMicctlicn, yc W'ltiings, that persuade 

Miss (diluc to the fashion of her maid. 

•Shall ttie uicle floop, that standard of the town, 
Thus act subservient to a Poplin Gown ? 

W'^lio ’d smell of wool all over? 'Tis enough 
I'hc under-petticoat be made of stuff. 
liOrd ! to be wrapt in flannel just in May, 

When the fields, dressM in flowers, appear so gay ! > 
And shall not Miss be flowcr*d as well as they ? J 
- In what weak colours would the plaid appear. 
Work’d to a quilt, or studded in a chair I 
The skin, that vies with silk, would fret with stuff; 
Or who could bear in bed a thing so rough? 

Ye knowing Fair, how eminent that bed, [^read, 
Where the Chintze diamonds with the Silken 
Where rustling curtains call the curious eye. 

And boast the streaks and paintings of the iky C 
Of flocks they 'd have your milk^ ticking full ; 
And all this for the benefit of wool ! 

* But where,' say they, * shaU we bestow theee 
Weavers, 

* That spread our itreets, and are such piteous 
cravers?' 
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The Silk-worms (brittle beings !) prone to fate, 
Demand their care to make their webs complete: 
These may they tend, their promises receive ;* 
Wc cannot pay too muck for wl^t thci^ give ! 


END OP THE riBST VOLUME. 


JOYCE OOLPi wvm, SBOE LAITX. 
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THE SOUTH SEA PROJECT* 

1781. 

I. 

Ye wise philosophett! nplaio 
What magic omlna oar rin 

When dropt iaio the Soiitlieni maui? 

Or do these jugglers cheat our 

IL 

Put in your money fairly told ; 

Presto, be gone^’tis here eg^; 

Ladies and Gentlemen! heholdf 
Here’s ev’iy piece as big as ten. 

HL 

Thus in a bason drop a shillings 
Then 611 the Tessel to the bm% 

You shall observe, os joa eie 6Dhi|^ 

The pond Voos metal seems to evim. 
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V. 

In stock three hundred thousand pound; 

I have in view a lord's estate ; 

My manors all contiguous Atind ; 

A coacli and six, and serv’d in plate ! 

VI. 

Thus the deluded bankrupt raves ; 

Puts all upon a desp’rate bet ; 

Then plunges m the Southern waves. 
Dipt o’er head and ear o -— m debt. 


VII. 

So, by a calenture misled. 

The mariner with rapture sees, 

On the smooth ocean’s azure bed, 
Enamell’d fields and verdant trees; 


vni. 

With eager haste lie longs to rove 
In that fantastic scene, and thinks 
It must be some emdumted grove ; 

And in he. Leaps, and down he sinks. 

DC. 

Two hundred eharidts, just bespoike, 
Are sunk in these d^ouringjMtaiTes^ 
Tlie horses drt>w«’d, the haraess broker 
And hm the owoaih fiadhtbir 
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X. 

like PJiarftoh, by Directors Jed, 

Tlicy v\achliieir spoils went safe before; 

Ills cliariota, tumbling out the dead. 

Lay shatter’d on the Red-Sea shore. 

XI. 

Rais’d up on Hope’s aspiring plumes, 

The young adventurer o’er the deep 

An eagle's ilight, and state assumes. 

And scorns the middle way to keep. 

XII. 

On ptqjer wings he takes his flight; 

With a7aj:4be father bound them fast; 

The wax is melted by the height. 

And •down the towering boy is cast. 

xra. 

A moralist might here explain 

The rashness of the Cretan youth ; 

Describe his fall into the main. 

And iWim a fable fonn a truth. 


XIV. 

His wings are bis paternal rent. 

He u^eUe hiswax at ev'ry flame, 
Ills credit sunl^ liii money apent, 

/a Southern mm, 

P f- 



S Mz^ewiAKsm 

XV. 

Inform ub, ^ou that beat can (all^ 

Why in you* dangerous gulf |>rofound, 
Where hundreds and wher^j^hoasandtt fell, 
Fools chiefly float, the fMie were drown’d ? 

XVI. 

So have I seen from Severn’s brink 
A floek ofgeese jump down together; 
Swim where the bird of Jove would 
And,i8wimmix^ never wet a feather. 


xvn. 

But, I affirm, *tt< flflae in fact^ 

Directors better knew their tooh; 

We see the nation’s credit craiflct, 
Bachjknafe hath made a thousand fools, 


xvni. 

One fool may from another win. 

And then get off with money stor'd. 
But if a sharper once comes in, 

He throws at all, and sweeps the board, 

XDC. 

As fishes on each odi^ prey, 

The great cMa swaUFwh^t op tte anaQi 
Soffiresitin the Sonthim Sea, 
fhe whak Wassipfa fit tqp eR* 
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XX. 

When stock is high« they come betwees^ 
Making by second-hand their offers^ 
I'hcn cunningly retire unseen, 

With each a million m his coffers. 

^ XXI. 

So, when upon a moonshine nigltt 
An ass was drinking at a stream, 

A cloud arose and stopt the lights 
By intercepting ev’ry beam ; 

XXII. 

^ The day of judgment will be soon, 
(Cries out a sage among the'crowd,) 
t An ass hatli swallow'd up the moon V 
(^e moon lay safe behind the cloud.) 

XXIII. 

Each poor subscriber to tlie Spa 

Sinl^ down at once, and there he lief ^ 
pirectors fall ns well as they ; 

Their £ill is but a trick to rise. 


XXIV, 

go fishes, rising from the main. 

Can soar with moistea'd wi^gson l|iigb { 
The moisture drj*d, thej ffiik agnin, 

Aq4 dip thwr fQliRg»m1o fiy, 

>9 
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MZtOBLl<AVBOUS FOCMS. 

XXV. 

Undone at play, tlia female troops 
Come bero their losses to retrieve. 

Hide o’er the waves in spa&oes hoops, 
like Laplaad witches in a sieve. 

XXVI. 

Thus Venus to the sea descends, 

As poets feign ; but where’s the moral ^ 
It shews the Queen of Love intends 
To search the deep for pearl and coral. 

XXVII. 

The sea is riotier than the land, 

I heard tt feom my gmnnam’s mouth. 
Which no^ 1 deariy understand, 

Fpr by the sea she meant the tenth, 

xxvm. 

Thus by Directors we are told, 

* Pray, Gentlemen, believe your eyes; 

* Our ocean’s cover’d o'er with gold ; 

• Look round and see how tb^ it liis.* 

XXIX, 

< We gentlemen are your osstean, 

< Wa’U coino^tiuld yea by thocidnv^* 
41 as! allisiiotfbldteftgpisim. 

Ten ttioi«Mai4^<9aiVW 
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TKE SOVTB HA, 

XXX. 

Oh ! would choM patriots be so kind 
Here in the deep to watk their handt^ 
Then, like Pactolus, we should find 
The sea indeed bad golden sands. 

XXXI. 

A shilling in the Bath you ding, 

The silver takes a nobler hue 
By magic virtue in the spring. 

And seams a guinea to your view i 

xxxu. 

But as a guinea will not pass 
At market for a fortbing more, 
Shewn thro* a multiplying glass, 

Than whHit always did before t 

XXXIII. 

So cast it in theSoutbem Seas^ 

And view it thro’ a jobber’s bill, 

Put on what spectacles you please, 
Your guinea’s but agumaa stiU. 

XXXIV. 

One night a M ioanm braek 
Thus from ahttlook leolifigdQsni, 
The golden stare^faineas wok. 

And lilviirCjfiMbte ^ ouwii. 



Aft uianLLANSous fsems, 

XXXV. 

The point he could no longer doubt; 

He rai>» be leaped into the 

There sprawPd a while, ai{% 's4fsa‘6e got out, 
All cover’d o’er with slime and mud. 

XXXVL 

* Upon the waters cast thy bread, 

‘ And after many days thou’lt find it;* 

But gold upon this ocean spread 

Shall sink, aud leave no mark behind it. 

XXXVII. 

There is a gulf where thousands fell. 

Here all the bold adventurers came; 

A narrow ^ound, tho* deep as bell, 
’Change-alley is the dreadful name. 

xxxvra. 

Niue times a-day it ebbs and flows, 

Yet he that on the surface lies, 

Without a pilot seldom knows 

The time it fhlls, or when ’twill rise, 

XXXIX. 

Subscribers here by thousands floaty 
And jostle one another down, 

Bach paddling in his leaky boat. 

And here th^ fish for drown, 
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TIE aovTx nu 

XL. 

Now bury’d in the depth below, 

Now mounted up to heaven agen, 
Tliey reel and stagger to and iro, 

At tbeir wits' end like drunken men. 


XU. 

Mean-time, secure on GairVays cliffi^ 

A savage race, by sliipwrecks fed, 
lie waiting for the founder'd skiffs. 

And strjp tl^ bodies of the deacL 

XUl. 

But these, you ny^ afo factious lies. 

From some malicious Tory's brain, 

For where Directort get a prize, 

The Swiss and Dutch whole millioni draiO) 

xun. 

Thus when by rooks a lord is ply'd^ 

Some cuUy often wins a be^ 

By vent'fing on the cheating side, 

Tho* not into the secret let. 


xuv. 

While some build omUm in the air, 
Directors build tbeoi in the seas ; 
Subscribers plainlj^toe 'cm there. 

Fur (boll win fee plciie. 
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XLV. 

Thus oft' by mariners are shown 
(Unless the men of Kent aiy| Jiars) 

Earl Godwin’s castles ovetflown, 

And palace-roofs and steeple-spires. 

XLVI. 

Mark where the dy jyirectors creep, 

Nor to the shore approach too nigh ; 

Tlie monsters nestle in the deep 
To seize you in your passing by. 

XLVn. 

Then, like the dogs of Nile, be wise, • 
Who, taught by instinct, how to shu4 

The crocodile that larking lies, 

Run as they drink, and drink and mo. 

XLVHI. 

Antaeus could, by magic charms. 
Recover strength whene'er he fell ; 

Alcides held him in his arms. 

And sent him up in aSr to hell. 

XUX. 

Directors thrown into the sea 
Recover strength and vigour there. 

But may be tam'd another way, 

Suspended fiir a while in air, • 



, THE SOUTH SEA, 

L. 

Directors ! for ’tis you I warn, 

By loEg experience we have found 
What planet rulM when you were bom; 
Wc see you never can be drown'd. 

U. 

Beware, nor over-bulky grow, 

Nor come within your cully's reach ; 
For if the sea should sink so low 
To leave you diy upon the beach, 

m. 

Youll owe your ruin to your bulk ; 

Your foes already waiting stand. 

To tear you like a founder’d hulk, 

W'hile you lie helpless on the sand. 

Iffl. 

Thus when a whale hath los; the bide. 
The coasters crowd to seize the spoil. 
The monster into parts divide, 

And strip the bones and melt the oil. 


LIV. 

Oh ! may some western tempest sweep 
These locusts, whom our fruits have fed 
That plague, Diree^ort, to the deep. 
Driven from the ^uth Sea to the Red! 


Id 



US UlSCKLLAinBaVft 

LV. 

May he whom Natnre’s laws obef, 

Who lifts the poor, and prmid^ 

Quiet the raging of the sea, 

And still the madncM of the crowd ! 


LVI. 

But never shall our isle have rest 
T3i those devouring swine run down, 
(The devils leaving the possest,) 

And headlong m the waters drown. 


LVII. 

The nation then too late win find, 
Computing all their cost and trouble, 
Director^ promtses bat wind, 

South Sea at best a na^ty bubte. 

Apparent nri nontei tafmltt wuta, 

Arm vim, tnhiiliiqas^ itl)RDia psft per aaSeo. 

min. 
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ON GAULSTOWN HOUSE. 

BY DH. 0ELANY*. 

^Tis so old, and so ugly, and yet so convenient, 
You ’re sometimes in pleasure, tliough often in 
pain in ’t: [ease in 't; 

’Tis so large, you may lodge a few friends with 
You may turn and stretch at your length if you 
please in ’t : 

’Tis so little the family live in a press in ’t, [in ’t: 
And poor I^dy Betty f has scarce room to dress 
'Tis so cold in the winter, you can't liear to lie in ’t ; 
And so hot in the summer, you’re ready to fry in 
*ris so brittle, ’twould scarce bear the weight of u 
tun ; 

Yet so staunch, that itkeepsout a great deRlofsun : 
'Tis so crazy, the weather with ease beats quite 
through it, [it. 

And you ’re forc’d every year in some part tp renew 
*Ti8 so ugly, so useful, so big, and so little ; [de ; 
’Tis so staunch, and socrazy, so strong and so brit-. 
'Tis at one time so hot, and another so oold^ 

It is part of the new, and part of the old; 

It is just half a blessing and just half a c ur s e — 

I wish then, dear George, it were better or worsp. 

• Tlw MBt of OMne lochfort, ciq. (fktfesr to the Bod of 
JoMdeie)} wliwolkbtwUl aadan afreet «a oifrMMrCBt 

Slim Jwghsds, oad the viai sf Hr. 
€ 
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THOMAS SHERIDAN, CLERIf^ 

TO GEORGE-NIM-DAN-DEAN, ESQ. 

Juli/ 15^ 1721, atmght. 

I’d have you t’ know, George*, Danf, DeaiiJ, 
and Nini§, 

That I 've learned how verse t' compose trim, 
Much bolter b* half th'n you, n'r you, nor h’m, 
Aud tlrt 1 ’d rid’cule their *iid your dani-Aiiu. 

Ay* Vt then, p'rhaps, say you, t's a m'rry wium 
With ’bundance of mark’d notes i’ th’ rim, 

So th’t I ought n’'t fort’ be morose *iid t’ look grim. 
Think n't your ’p’stie put m* in a meagrim ; 
Though *n rep’t’t’on day, I ’ppear ver^ slim, 

Th’ last bowl *t Helsham’s did m* head t’ swim. 
So th’t I h’d man’ aches *n 'vVy scrub h’d limb, 
Cause th’ top of th’ bowl 1 h’d oft us'd t* skim; 
And b’hidcs D'lan’ swears th't I h’d swall’w'd 
s’v’r’l brim- 
mers, 'nd tbatmy vis’ge ’s cover'd o'er with r’d pim- 
ples xn’r’o’er though m’ scull were (s’ tis n't) ’s 
strong 's tun- [Sanli'dnm, 

ber, *t must have ak’d. Th’ clans of die c'Uedge 
Present the'rhumbl’ and ’fect'nate respects; that 
*8 t’ say, D'lan', ’chlin, P. Ludl’, Die’ St’ wart, 
H’lsham,capt’n P’rr’ Walmsl’, 'iid Longsh'nkA 
Timmll. 

* Gens' RoLltfort. t Mr. Jacktoa. 

t Dr. Bwift. I J. nbcMbrt. 

I Dr. Jame«8tepfotd,aflerinrt»Dli^^pef Cnyne, 
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GKORGE-NIM-DAN-DEAN*S 

ANSWER. 

Sheridan! a gfentlc pair 
Gaulstown lads, (for such they are,) 
Be2|ides a brace of grave divines. 

Adore the smoothness of thy lines ; 

Smooth as our bason's silver flood, 

Ere George had robb’d it of its mud ; 
Smoother than Pegasus' old -shoe. 

Ere Vulcan romes to make him new. 

The board on which we set our a — s. 

Is not so smooth as are thy verses, 

Compar'd with which, (and that's enough,) 
smoothing-iron itself is rough. 

Nor praise I less that circumcision, 

By modem poets call’d elision. 

With which, ill proper station plac'd. 

Thy polish'd hues arc firmly brac'd. 

Thus a wise tailor is not pinching. 

But turns at ev'ry seam an inch in ; 

Or be sure, your broad-cloth breeches 
Will ne'er be smooth, nor hold their stitches, 
Thy verse, like bricky defy the weather, 
When smooth'd by rubbing them together; 
Thy words so doscly wedg’d and sliort are, 
like walls, more laaeing without mortar t 
By leaving out the needless vowels. 

You save the charge of lone and trowels, 
c 9 
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Otic letter still another loclvs, 

£acl|groo%'’4 tnd dove-tail'dlike a box. 

Thy Muse is tuckt-up and succinct; 

In chains thy syllabi^ arc linklf^ 

Thy words together tyM in small hanks, 

Close as the Macedonian phalanx ; 

Or like the umbo of the Romans, 

Which 6crcest foes could break by no meant. 
The critic to his gncf will find, 

How firmly these indentures bind. 

So, in the kindred pointer's art. 

The shortening is die nicest part. 

Philoiogers of future ages, 

How will they pore upon thy pages ! 

Nor will they dare to break the joints, 

But hdptliee to be read with points : 
pr else, lo shew their learned labour, you 
May backward be perus’d like Hebrew, 
Where they need not lose a bit 
Or of thy harmony or wit. 

To make a work completely fine. 

Number and weight and measure join ; 

Then all mult grant your lines are weig^itgr. 
Where thirty weigh as much as eighty, 

All' must allow your numbers more, 

Where twenty hnes exceed fourscore ; 

Nor can we ^nk your measure short, 

Where lets than forty fill a quart. 

With Alexandrian in the close, 

X^i^longt ioi^ loB^ like Pan*# long nose). 
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Tilt COUNTRY LIFE. 

•f abt of a suiiuer spent at the house cf 

GEORQE ROCIIFORT, ESQ. 1723. 

Thai ia, teil in sober lays 

JIow George, Nim, Dan, Dean, pass their clays, . 

And, siiould our Gaulstown's art grow fallow. 

Yet neget qui$ carmina Gallo 9 

flere (by the way) by Callus mean I 

NotSheiidan, but friend Delany. 

Begin, my Muse ! First, from our bowYs^ 

We sally forth at dilTrent hours ; 

At seven the Dean, in night-gown drest. 

Goes round the house to wake the rest ; 

At nine grave Nim, and George facetious. 

Go to the Dean to read Lucretius ; 

At ten, my Lady comes and hectors, 

And kisses George, and ends our lectures ; 

And when she has him by the neck fast, 

Hawls him, and scolds os down to breakfast. 

We squander there an hour or more. 

And then all hands, boys ! to the oar. 

All, beteroclite Dan except, 

W'ho neither time nor order kept, 

But, by particuleir whimsies drawn. 

Peeps in the ponds to look for spawif^ 

OVrsees the work, or Dragon roars. 

Or nm a text^ or mends his hose I 
cS 
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Or — but proceed we in our journal-^ 

At two, or after, wc return all ; 

From tiie four elements assembling, 

Warn'd by the bell, all folks cunw teenibliiiE i 
From airy garrets some descend, 

Some from tlie lake's remotest end: 

My Lord and Dean the fire forsake, 

Pan leaves the eartlily spade and rake : 

The loiterers quake, no corner hides them. 

And Lady Betty soundly chides them. 

Now water’s brought, and dinner’s done; 

With Church and King the Lady’s gone; 

(Not reckoning halt an hour we pass 
Jn talking 6Vr ti mod’rate glass ;) 

Dan, growing drowsy, iike a thief 
Steals o6f to doze away his beef ; 

Afid this must pass for reading Hammond-—* 
While George and Dean go to backgammon, 
George, Nim, and Dean, set out at four, 

And th^ again, boys! to the oar. 

But when the sun goes to the deep, 

(Not io disturb him in his sleep. 

Or make a rumbling o’er ins bead, 

His candle out, and he a-Ued,) 

We watch his mutiont to a uunnte. 

And leave the flood when he goes in k. 

Now stinted in the shortening day, 

We go to ^ay’rs, and then to play 
Till supper comes; and after idmt 
We an imiir ^ cUiok nad cIhii, 
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Tis Infe— — >the okl and younger pairB, 

By Adam lighted, walk up Btairs : 

The weary Dean goes to his diamber, 

But Nim and Dan to garret clamber: 

So when the circle we have run, 

The curtain falls, and all is done. 

1 might have mention'd sev'ral facts, 

Like episodes between the acts. 

And tell who loses and who wins, 

Who gets a cold, who breaks his shins. 

How Dan caught nothing in his net, 

And how the boat was overset; 

For brevity 1 have retrench’d 

How 10 the lake the Dean was dreochM i 

It would be an exploit to brag on. 

How valiant George rode o’er the Dragon, 
How steady in the storm he sat, 

And sav'd h s oar, but lost his hat ; 

How Nim (no hunter e'er could match him) 
Still brings us hares when he can catch 'em ; 
How skilfully Dan mends his nets, 

How fortune fails liim when he sets ; 

Or how the Dean delights to vex 
The ladies, and lampoon die sex. 

I might have tokl how oft Dean Pbiciifill 
Displays his pedyiry anmerciAil ; 

Or how our aeig^uKiur lifts his note/ 

To tell what ev^ oeboolhoy knows, 

Then with bis finger on bis thumb, 
£iplaiaw||StnkM op|io6en 
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Or how his wife, that female pedant, 

(But now there need no more be said on’t,) 
Shews all her secrets of houseke^ing; 

For candles how she trucks her mripiiing ; 
Was forc'd to send three miles for yeast 
To brew her ale and raise her paste; 

Tells e\'’ry thing that you can think of. 

How she cur’d Tommy of the chincough ; 
What gave her brats and pigs the measles, 
And how her doves were kill’d by weasels; 
How .fowler howl’d, and what a fright 
She had with dreams the other night. 

But now, since I have got so far on, 

A word or two of Lord Chief Baron *, 

And tell how Ikde weight he sets 
On all Whig papers and gazettes ; 

But for the politics of Puef, 

Thinks ev’ry syllable is true ; 

And since ^ owns the King of Sweden 
Is dead at last, without evading. 

Now all his hopes are in the Czar ; 

* Why, Muscovy is not so far;. 

^ Down the Black Sea and up the Straits, 

' * And in a month he’s at your gates; 

* Perhaps^ from what the packet brioga, 

* By Christmas we shall see strai^go things.^ 
Why should I tell of ponds and drains, 
What carpaNve met with for our pains ; 
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Of sparrows tam’d, aud nuts innumerable, 

To clioke the girls, and to consume a mbblc? 

But you, who are a scholar, know 
How transient all things are below ; 

How prone to change is human lile ! 

Last night arriv’d Clem.* and his wife— » 

Tins grand event tliat broke our measures; 

Their reign began with cruel seizures ; 

The Dean must with his quilt supply 
The bed in winch those tyrants lie. 

IViiii lost his wig-block, Dan his Jordan^ 

(My lady says she can't aiVord one,) 

George is halT scar’d out of Ins wits, 

Por Clem, gels all the dainty bits, 
licncelorth expc'ci a diH''rcnt survey, 

This house will soon turn topsy-turvey ; 

They talk of further alterations. 

Which causes many speculations. 


MARY THE COOK-MAID’S LEtTER 

TO DR. SHERIDAN. 172S. 

ELL, if over I saw such another man my 

mother bound my head t 

You a gentlemant roibrry come up, t wonder where 
you were brOd ! 


• Mr.ClnacmBmy. 
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1 am sure such words does not become a man of 
your cloth ; 

1 would not give such language to a do^ faith and 
troth. 

Yes, you call'd my master a knave : fy ! Mr. She* 
ridan : 'tis a shame 

For a parson, who abould know better things, to 
come out with such a name. 

Knave in your teeth ! Mr. Sheridan ; 'tis both a 
shame and a sin ; 

And the Dean, my master, is an honester man than 
you and ail your ktn : 

He basemore goodness in his little linger tlian you 
have in your whole body : 

My master is a personable man, and not a spindle- 
shankVl hoddy-doddy. 

And now, whereby 1 find you would fain make an 
excuse, 

Because my master one day, in anger, call'd you 
Goose; 

Which, and I am sure 1 liave beeu his servant four 

- > years since October, 

And he never call’d me worse than sweetheart, 
drunk or sober ; 

Not that I know his ^verence was ev^ oooocnifd 
to my knowledge, 

Tho* you and your come-rogues keep him out so 
late m your wicked college. 

yon bay you will eat grass on his grave. A Chris* 
(um eat gra^s I 



Whereby you now confess yourself to be a goose 
or An ass. 

But that’s as much as to say that my master should 
die before ye ; 

Well, well, that's as God pleases; and 1 don't be* 
lieve that’s a true story;. 

And so say I told you so, and you may go tell 
my master; what 'care I? 

And 1 don’t care who knows it; 'tis all one to 
Mary. 

Every body knows that I bve to tell truth and 
shame the devil ; 

1 am but a poor servant; but 1 think gentlefolks 
should be civil. ' 

Besides, you found fault with your victuals one 
day that you was here; 

1 remember it was on a Tuesday, of all days in the 
year ; 

And Saunders, the man, says you are always jest- 
ing and mocking. 

* Mary,' said he, (one day as I was mending 

masters stocking,) 

^ My master is so fond of that minister that keeps 
the school— 

< 1 thought my master a wise mao, but that man 

makes him a fool.' 

‘ Saunders,' saidj, * I would rather than a quart 
of ale 

* He would come into ouf kitchen, and 1 wonM 

pin a diahclout tu bis tail.’ 



A IIISCELLANEOVS POEMS. 

And now I must go and get Saunders to direct this 
letter. 

For I write but a sad scrawl; budjnay sister Mar- 
get she writes better. 

Well, but 1 must run and make the bed before 
my master comes from prayVs; 

And see, now, it strikes ten, and I hear him com- 
ing up stairs : 

Whereof I coukl say more to your verses, if I 
could write written hand ; 

And so I remain, in a civil way, your sen^n^ to 
command, Mauy. 


CARBERIiB RUPES, 

COMITATV COBCAOEM8I, APUD HIBEEKICOS. 

Scripgit Jun. Ann. Dorn, 1723. 

Eoce ingens f ragmens scopuli, quod vf^ice summo 
Desuper impeudet, iiullo fundamine flixum, 
l]Hscidit in iluctus; maria undique et undique saxa 
Hurrisono stridore tonant, et ad aethera murmur 
^Rrigitur: trepidatque suis Neptunos in undis. 
Nam, longft venti rabic, atque aspergine crebr4 
JEqttorei laticis, specas imfl riipe cavatur : 

Jam fultiira ruit, jam summa oacumina nutant; 
Jam cadit in |nra:ccp8 moles, et verberat uodas 
A.ttoniius credas, hie dcjecisse totantem 
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Montibus iinpositos montes, et Pelion altum 
In capita anguipedum codo jacul^sse gigantum. 

S«pe etiam spelunca immaai aperitor-hmtu 
Exesa 6 scopulis, et utrinque foramina pandit, 
Hinc atque Unc a fioiito ad pontum perria Phoebo. 
Cautibus enormb junctis laquearia tecti 
Formantur; molea olim niitura auperne. 

Fornice sublimi nidos posaere palumbes, 

Inque imo stagni poiuere cubilia phocae. 

^d| cum savit Hjrems, et venti, caroere nipto, 
ImmensoB volunt ductus ad cuhniaa montis, 

Non obsesBC arces, non fulmina vindioe dextfd 
MiBsa JoviB, quoties inimicas saevit in urbes, 
Exaquant sonitum undarum, veniente procelld; 
littora Uttoiihus reboant ; vicinia ktb, 

Gens asBueta man, et pedibuB peicurrera rapes, 
Terretur tamen, et lon^ fugit, arva relinquens. 

Gratnkia dum carpunC padmites rape capellc, 
Vi safieotis aquas dc MmiiBO pnacipieantur, 

Et dulcet aatmat into sub gurgile Ihiquunt. 

Piacator temt non audet veiiere fiinem : 

Sed iatcc in poitu tramebundaef et, abra sudnm 
Hand speraBB, Nereum precibus votiaque fatigat. 
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CARBERRY ROC^S^ 

IN THE COUNTY OF CORK, IRELAND* 

Lo! from the top of yonder diff, that shrouds 
Its airy head amidst the azure clouds, 

Hangs a huge fragment, destitute of props; 

Prone on tlie waves the rocky ruin drops ! 

With hoarse rebu£f the swelling seas rebound. 
From shore to shore the Rocks return the sound > 
The dreadful murmur heav’n’f high convex cleaves. 
And Neptune shrinks beneath his subject waves, 
For long the whirling winds and beating tides 
Had scoop’d a vault ioto its netlier sides* 

Now yiel^ the base, the summits nod, now urge 
Their headlong course, and lash the soundiipg surge : 
Not louder noise could shake the guilty world 
When Jove, lieap’d mountains upon mountains. 
Retorting Pelion from his dread abode, [hurl’d; 
To crusti earth’s rebel sous beneath the load. 

Qft, too, with hideous yawn the caverns wide 
Present an orifice, on either side, 

A dismal orifice from sea to sea 
Extended, pervious to the God of Day t 

• W« haw addsd s twmhtka of the preceding poem forthe 
heneftt of our EnglUh mdeie. It U done by Mr. w. Dankln, 
II. A., for whom our Author hsth expreued a great regard oa 
acoount of hii ingenioui perCormacn, although uMfipieistea 
with him. 
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tJncouthl^ join’d, the Rocks stupendous form 
An arch, the ruin of a future storm ; 

High OB cliff their nets the woodquests make, 
And sea-calves stable in the oozy lake. 

Rut wl)cn bleak Winter with nis sullen^ train 
Awakes the winds to vex the wat*ry plain ; 

Wiien o'er the craggy steep, without control, 

Big with the blast the raging billows roll, 

Not towns beleaguer’d, not the flaming brand 
Darted from beajr’n by Jove’s avenging hand. 

Oft as on impious men his wrath he pours, 
Humbles their pride, and blasts their gilded tow’rS| 
Equal the tumult of this wild uproar; 

W'avcs rush o’er waves, rebellows shore to shore. 
The neighb’ring race, tbo’ wont to brave the shocks 
Of.angry seas, and run among the Rocks, 

Now pale with terror, while the ocean foams, 

Fly far and wide, nor trust their native homes. 

The goats, whil^ pendent from the mountain-top 
The wither’d herb improvident they crop, 

Wash’d down the precipice with sudden sweep, 
Leave their swentlives breath th'uafathom’d4^« 

The frighted fisher, with dstpondiiig eyes, 

'rh9’ safe^ yet trembling in the harbour lies^ 

Nor hoping .to behold the skies serene, 
l^’^caries with tows the monarch of the maa^ 


9 ^ 
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UPON THE HORRip PLOT 

DISOOVERED BY 

HARLEQUIN, 

THE BISHOP OF ROCHESTEB's FBENCH DOB*. 

In a Dialogue between a Whig and a Tory, 1723. 
TOBY. 

I askM a Whig dm other niglif, 

How came this wicked plot to light? 

He answer’d, stmt a dog of late 
Inform'd a mmisler of etate. 

Said 1, from thence 1 nothing know, 

For are not all iafhnners «d? 

A YiUaifi who his friend betrays, 

We style him by no other phrase ; 

And so a perjur’d dog denotes 
Poner, and Prendergast, and Oates, 

And forty others I eouki name. 
wBio. But yon must know this dog was lame. 
TORY. A weighty argument indeed f 
Your mridence was lareet^^proceed. 

• See nroeBedlnn hi fSrUamait agslBit Dr. Atteitar^. 
the Bishop of Rocheiitar. Slatt Trials, Wl. e.~-llc ors* tii«4 by 
the Lonh fcr o plot anhiit the gowmnmit. deprived of hie bu 
•hopftek, and bsalehod hU aiWvtcmBnj. Hs died la Frmc^ 
f*b, IS, 1781. 
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Come, help your lame dog 4)'er the stile. 

WHIG. Sir, you mistake me all this while i 
I mean a dosr, (without a joke,) 

Can howl and bark, but never spoke. 

TORY. I’m still to seek which dog you mean, 
Whether Cur Plunket or Whelp Skean; 

An English or an Irish hound, 

Or t’other puppy that was drowned. 

Or Mason, that abandon’d bitch ; 

'J'hen pray be free, and cell me which^ 

For ev’ry stander-by was nuirking 
That all the noise they made was barking, 

You pay them well s the dogs have got 
Their dogs’-heads ia a porridge-pot ; 

And ’twas but just, for wise men say 
That ev’ry dog must have his day* 

Dog Walpole laid a quart of nog on’t, 

He'd either make a hog or do^ on% 

And look’d, since he has got his wish, 

As if he had thrown down a diah : 

Yet this I dare foretel you from it, 

He’ll soon return to his own vomit, 

WHIG. Besides, this horrid plot was found 
By Neynoe after he was drown’d. 

TOBY. Why then the provoih is not rights 
Since you can teach de^ dogi to bke. 

WHIG. 1 prov’d my proposition full, 

BuC Jacobites aro strangely doU. 

Now let me tell you pMnly, Sir, 

Our witness is a rmi ear, 
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A dog of spirit lor his yean* 

Has twice two leg8« two hanging ears ; 

His name is Harlequin 1 wot, ^ 

And that*s a name in evVy plot; 

Resolv'd to save the British nation, 

Tho* French by birth and education, 

His correspondence, plainly dated. 

Was all deciplier'd and translated ; 

His answers were exceeding pretty 
Before the secret wise committee ; 

Confess’d as plain as he could bark. 

Then witii his forefiiot set his mark. 

TORY. Then all this vriiile have 1 been bubbled^ 
I thought it was a dog in doublet ; 

The matter now no longer sticks. 

For statesmen never want dog-trickit 
But since it was a idal onr. 

And not a dog in metaphor, 

I give you joy of the report, 

That he*s to have a pla^ at court. 

WHIG. Yes, aid a place ha will groar rich in, 

A turnspit in the royal kitchen. 

Sir, to be plain, I’U tell yon what. 

We had occasion for a 

And when we found the dog begiii it, 

Weguess'd the Bishop's foot wm in it, 

TORY. I own it was adao|fToua project, 

And you have prov’d k hy dQg-ki|ic. 

Sure such iiitefegance hmween 
A dog and Bishop ne'er wm aceoi 



FMVIOV TIW •BEAT. 

Till you i>egBn to ciMUigo tho breeii; 
Vour Biibops aU are iadeed. 


JOAN CUDG£Lt NED. 172S. 

Joan cudgels Ned, yet Ned’s a bully ; 

Will cudgels Bess, yet Will’s a cully ; 

Die Ned and Bess ; give Will to Joan* 

She dares not say her life’s her own. 

Die Joan and Will ; give Bess to 
And ev’ry day she combs his head. 


PETHOX TQ£ GREAT. 1733. 

F ROM Venus bora tby beauty shows. 

But who tby father no man keows^ 

Nor can the skilful hertdd traoa 
The founder of tby oieieiit raoe : 

Whether thy tempei^ liiU of fire, 

Discovers Volcau for thy sire, 

The god wlio unde S oa mande r Ml, 

And round hit ani^ sio^d ttaa sod, 

From wheaM phdesephoiB agne^ 

An equal pUw'r deroeuds 10 dwe ; 

Whether from dnodAil Mars you ehum 
The high detemtt Am winMU yon hmui^ 
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Andy as a proof, shew numVous scars 
By fierce encounters made in wars, 

Tliose honourable wounds you l^re 
From head to foot, and all before. 

And still the bloody heid frequent. 
Familiar in each leader’s tent ; 

Or whether, as the leam’d contend. 

You from the neighb’ring Gaul descend. 

Or from Paithenope the proud. 

Where numberless thy votaries crowd ; 
Whether thy great forefathers came 
From realms that bear Vesputio’s name. 
For so conject^rers would obtrude. 

And from thy painted skin conclude ; 
Whether, as Epicurus shows. 

The world from jostling seeds arose. 
Which ntngliBg with prolific strife 
In Chaos, kindled into life; 

So your production was the same. 

And from contending atoms came. 

Thy fair indulgent mother crown'd 
Thy head witli sparkling rubies round | 
Beneath thy decent steps the road 
Is all with precious jewels strow'd ; 

The bird of Pallas knoiWs his post. 

Thee to attend where'er thou go'et. 

Bysantians boast, that on & clod 
Where once their Sultan's horse hath trod. 
Grows neither grass, nor duob, nor tree; 
The BSM thy subject boast of thee. 
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The greatest lord, when you appeer, 
Will deign your Ihrery to wear, 

In all the variouB COhnirs seen 
Of red and yellow, blue and green. 

With half a Wohl, wben you ra|iure^ 
The man of baseness miltt retire. 

The haughty minister of state 
With trembling must tby leisure wait^ 
And while his fate is in thy hands^ 

The business of the nMkm sti^ds. 

Thou dar*st the greatest Prince attadc, 
Canst hourly set hkn ea the rack^ 

And, as an inStanoe of thy 
Enclose him in a wooden towVt 
With pungtet paiili on ev’ry side. 

So Eegulus in tormentB dy’d. 

From thee our youth all Firtaes learn, 
Dangers with prudence to discern ; 

And well thy scholars are endu’d 
With temp’rance and with fortitude, 
With patience, which htt ills supports, 
^nd secresy, art f)f courts. 

The gUtdring bean oould hardly tell, » 
Without your aid, to read or spell ; 

But Irtving long convers’d with you. 
Knows how to write a biUet-dbui. 

With what de>ligh^ methinks, 1 trace 
Your Idood in ev^cy Ooble raoe ! 
lu whom thy features, shape, and Buen, 
Are to the Ufe distUidtly seen. 
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^ Tlie BritQDBy once a savage kind, 

'Wf jou were brightenM and refined, 
iDascendants of the barbarous HItos, 
With limbs robnst, and voice that stuns | 
But you have moulded them afresh, 
Bemov’d the tough superfluous flesh. 
Taught them to modulate their tongues, 
And speak without the help of lungs. 

Proteus on you bestow'd the boon 
To change your visage like febe moon i 
You sometimes half a iaee produce. 
Keep t'other half for private use. 

How fam’d thy conduct in the fight 
With Hermes, son of Pleias bright I 
Out-number’d, half-encompass’d round, 
You strove for ev’^y inch of ground ; 
Then by 9 . soldierly retreat 
Retir’d to your imperial seat. 

The victor, when your steps he trac’d. 
Found all the realms before him waste ; 
You o’er the high triumphal arch 
Pontiflc made your glorious mardl ; 

The won4'<ous arch behind you fell. 
And left a chasm profound as hell. 

You, in your capitol secu^d, 

A siege ay long as Troy endur’c). 



A NEW-YEAR’S GIFT FOR EEC ♦. 

iris. 

Heturntng Janus flow prepares, 

For Bee, a new supply of cares^ 

Sent in a bag to Doctor Swift, 

Who thus displays the New-year’s Gift s 
First, tliis lai^ parcel brings you tidings 
Of our good Dean’s eternal chidings; 

Of Nelly’s pertness, Robin's leasings, 

And Sheridan’s perpetual teasings. 

This box is cram’d on ev’ry side 
With Stella’s magistexiai pride. 

Behold a cage with sparrows fill’d. 

First to be fondled, then be kill’d. 

Now to this hamper 1 invite you. 

With six imagin’d cares tp fright yon. 

Here in this bundle Janfis aei^ 

Concerns by thousands for your friflOilf| 

And here’s a pdir of leathern pokes 
To hold your cares for other fi>Uts* 

Here from this hanel yoe may broa^ 

A peck oftronblea fora coach.’ 

Thia ball of praxyopr ears will daiken; 

Sail to be curioua never to hearken: 

¥ 
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Lest you the ttmn may hare less trouble i«, 
Bring all your Quilca* cafes to Dublin, 

For • 

And BO take all upon your back. 


PROMETHEUS. 


OH WOOB THE BATgHTyf^S lElSE EALPPBNCI. 

trfli. 

L 

As when the ’sc|iiife and tinker, Wood, 
Orarely consisting IrehyadTs gpiiil, 

Togetto minuM^ A totm 

taitVs dust and ooppee,iead and brass ; 

The mixture tbak, bf dqMc 
United close in pie^ 

Id fillets roll’d, or eut in fdoees^ 

Appeal'd iheoneeiodnuM speeies. 

And by the fennin^engibe stniek, 

Sc^ to odidbsmd ddeihrindooln. 

All pardes and i«lf|^eDejaiDf 
Wh^ Ibids^ ^ liiiii nnie, I ftBs bddih iBt, 
OiMihBii, C s n jbt a iAd n PlNnbynfr ii nN, “ 
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Scotch, Irish, English, French unite, 

With equal interest, equal spite ; 

Together mingled hi a himp, 

Do all in one opinion jump ; 

And every one begiAs to find 
The same impression on his mind. 

A strange event ! whom gold incites 
To blood and quarrels, brass unites i 
So, goldboiitlis say, the coarsest stuff 
Will serve for solder well enough ; 

So by the kettle's loud alarm 
The bees are gather’d to a swarm ; 

So by the brazen trumpet’s bluster 
Troops of all tongues Wid nations muster ; 
And so the Harp of Ireland brings 
Whole crowds about its brazen strings. 

IL 

There is a chain let down from Jove, 
But fasten’d to his ^irene above. 

So strong, that from the lower end 
They say all human things depend ; 

This chain, as andcAt poets 
When Jove was young, was made of gold. 
Prometheus «iioe thbcliaio purloin’d. 
Dissolv’d, and ante money coined ; 

Then whips mo on a diain of btiM^ 
(Venus was WilM to let atfam.) 

Now whiletddutvuoen chaip prevaiTd, 
Jove saw that aH ddro t ion fail’d ; 

SWIFT. VOL. II. ' t 
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No temple to his godship rais'd, 

No sacrifice on altars blaz'd ; 

In short, such dire confusion foliOinr'd, 

Earth must have been in chaifis swallow'd. 
Jove stood amaz'd, and, looking round. 
With much ado the cheat he found : 

Twas plain he could no longer hold 
The world in any cliain. bill gold, 

And to the God of Wealth, his brother. 
Sent Mercury to get another. 

Prometheus on a rock is laid, 

Ty'd with the chain himself had made, 

On icy Caucasus to shiver, ^ 

Where vultures eat his growing liver. 

III. 

Ye Pow'rs of Grubstrect ! make me able 
Dii>creetly to apply this fable ; 

Say who is to be understood 

By that old thief Proinetlicus? Wood? 

For Jove it is not hard to guess liirn ; 

I mean his Mi^csty, God bless liim. 

This thief and blacksmith was so bold, 
lie strove to steal tliat chain of gold 
Wliirh links the subject to the k^. 

And change it for a brazen string : 

But sure if notliing else must pass 
Between the king and ua but brass, 

Altho’ the chain wilt never crack. 

Yet our devotion may grow slack. 
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But .Tovr vvjil soon convert, I hope, 
Tins* hia/.c*n chain into a rope. 

With uliitii Proinctiieils shall be ty’d, 
And lii;;h in air sliall ever ride. 
Where, if wc lincl his liver grows, 

For wiiiiL oi‘ \ ulture> we have crows. 


SENT BY DR. DELANY TO DR. SWIFT 

IK OF.PCR TO B'' ADMIIITD TO SP£aK TO UUf 
WHEN U£ WAS DLAF. 1724. 

Dcar Sir ! I think ^ds doubly hard 
'lour ears and doois should both be barred. 

Can any tiling be more unkind? 

Must 1 not sec ’cause you are blind 
Mellnnks a friend at night should cheer you, 

A friend lliut loves to see and liear you. 

Why am I robb’d of that delight, 

When you can be no loser by’t? 

Nay, when 'tis plain (fur wliat is plainer?) 

'Dial if you heard you’d be no gamer : 

For sure you are uot yet to learn , 

I'hat licariug is not your concern : 

Then be your doors ijio longer hair’d : 

Your business, Sir, is to be lieard. 

E 9 
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THE DEAN’S ANSWER. 

^The wise pretend to make it clev 
’Tis no great loss to lose an ear : 

Why are we then so fond of two. 

When, by experience, one would do ? 

*Tis true, say they, cut off the head. 
And there's an end ; the man is dead; 
Because among all human race 
None e'er was known to have a brace ; 
But confidently tliey maintain, 

That where we 6nd the members twain, 
The loss of one is no such trouble, 

Since t’other wiU in strength be double. 
The limb surviving, you may swear 
Bocotiics his brother^ lawful heir. 

Thus, for a trial, let me beg of 
Your llev’rence but to cut one leg off. 
And you shall And by this device 
The other will be stronger twice ; 

For ev’iy day you shall be gaining 
New vigour to the leg remaining-: 

So when an eye hath lost its brother. 

You see the better with the other. 

Cut off your hand, and you may do 
With t’other hand the work of two ; 
Because the soul her power eontraeti^ 
And on the brother-l^b rsnoM. 
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But yet the point is not so clear in 
Anotlier c«'ise, tlie sense of hearing ; 

For tho’ the place of either ear 
Be distant as one head can bear; 

Yet Galen most acutely shews you, 

(Consult his book Departium mu,) 

That from each ear, as he observes, 

I'here crept two auditory nerves. 

Nor to he seen without a glass, 

Which near the os petrosum pass; 

Thence to the neck, and moving thorough there, 
One goes to this, and one to t’other ear; 

Which made my grand-dame always stuffherears, 
Botli right and left, as fellow-sufferers. 

You sec my learning ; but to shorten' it, 

When my left ear was deaf a fortnight; 

To t’other ear I felt it coming on, 

And thus I solve this hard phssnomenoD. 

’Tis true, a glass will bring supplies 
To weak, or old, or clouded eyes; 

Your arms, tho’ botli your e}es were lost, 

Would guard your nose against a post: 

Witliout your legs, two legs of wood 
Are stronger, and almtwt os good : 

And as for hands, there have been those 
Who, wanting both, have us’d their toes ; 

But no contrivance yet i^ipenre 
lo furnish artiltcidl ttue. 
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4I.'QUIET LIFE AND A (|pOD NAME. 

TO A FRIEND WHO MARRIED A SHREW. 

1724. 

^ELL scolded in so load a din. 

That Will durst hardly venture in ; 

He mark’d the conjugiil difepute ; 

Nell roar’d incessant, Dick sat mute; 

But when he saw his friend appear, 

Cry’d bravely, * Patience good my Dear !• 

At sight of Win she bawl’d no more. 

But huny’d ont, and clapp’d the door. 

^ Why, Dick ! the devil’s in thy Nell,’ 

Quoth Will; ^ thy house is worse thoD hell: 

* Why, what a peal the jade has rung ! 

' D — n her, why don’t you slit her tongue^ 

* For nothing else will make it cease.’ 

Dear Will ! I saSer this for peace : 

“ I never quarrel with my wife; 

" I bear it for a Quiet : 

** Scripture, you know, exhovts us to it, 

** Bids us to seek peace and emue it.” 

Will went again to visit Dick, 

And ent’ring in the veiy nidr. 

He saw virago Nell belabour 

With Dick’s own staff his peaceful neighbour: 
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Poor Will, who neods must interpose, 

Receiv'd a brace or two of blows. 

But now, to make my story short, 

Will drew out Dick to take a quart; 

' Why, Dick, thy wife has devMish whims ; 

* Odsbuds, why don’t you break lier limbs? 

' If she were mine, and had such tricks^ 

* rd teach her how to handle sticks : 

* Z— *ds ! I would ship her to Jamaica, 

* Or truck the carnon for tobaocox 

‘ I’d send her far enough away——’ 

Dear Will ! but what will people say? 

^ Lord ! I should get so ill a name, 

** The neighbours round would cry out shame !’* 
Dick suffer’d for hb peace and credit, 

But who believ'd him when be said it? 

Caahe who makes himsrif a slave 
Consult his peace or credit save? 

Dick found it by his ill success, 

His quiet small, his credit less. 

She serv’d him at the usual rate ; 

She stunn’d, and then she broke bis pate. 

And, what he thought the hardest case. 

The parish jeer’d him to his face ; 

Those men who wore the breeches least 
Call’d him a cuckold, fool, and beast. 

At home he wa^ pursu'd with noise ; 

Abroad was V the bop; 

Withini, his wife weii |d break his bones; 
Without, they petted him with stones: 
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The ’prentices procur’d a riding* 

To act his patience and her chiding. 

False patience and mistalcen prilde ! 
There are ten thousand Dicks liesidc; 
Slave to their Quiet and Good Name, 
Are us’d like Dick, and bear the blame. 


VERSES ON THE UPRIGHT JUDGE 

WHO COKDEMIfED THE DRAPIEU’s PIUNTER. 

1724. 

The church I l«ate, and have good reason, 
lor there my grandsire cut his weason : 

He cut his weason at die altar ; 

I keep my gullet for the baiter. 


ON THE SAME. 


In church your grandsire cut his throat : 
To do the job too long he tarry’d ; 

He should have had my hearty voce 
'L'o cut his throat before be marry’d. 


* A riding, a hnmoram caralcade itlll practiied in lomc parts 
of England, to ridicule a loolding wift aea benpecked huaband. 
A woman beitrides the hono, and wUh a ladle chaatiws a man, 
who aiu on a pillion behind bet, Uf face to the bwieUtail. 
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ON THE SAME. 

[tue jvdoe speaks.] 

I’m not the grandson of that ass Quin, 

Nor can you prove it, Mr. Pasquin : 

My grand-dame had gallants by twenties. 

And bore my mother by a ’prentice ; 

This when my grandsirc knew, they tell us he 
In Christ-ciiurch cut his throat for jealousy : 
And since the alderman was mad, you say 
Then I must be so too ex traduce. 


THE BIRTH OF MANLY VIRTUE. 

INiiCRISEn TO LORD CARTERET, 1724. 
**Gritior M pulchro wnisiii ia corpoM Vbtw.** VIBO. 

OivcE on a time, a righteous Sage, 

Griev’d at the vices of the age, 

Applied to Jove with fervent prayers 
‘ O Jove, if Virtue be so fair 

< As it was deem’d in former days 

< By Plato and by Socrates, 

* \^o8e beauties mortal eyes escape^ 

* Only for want of odtward shape ; 

* Make then iu teal tacellenoc, 

* For once, the Chim# of haoMui leaee: * 
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‘ So shall the eye, by form confiird, 

* Direct and Hx the wandering mind, 

* And long -deluded mortals se^ 

‘ With rapture what they us’d to flee.’ 

Jove grants the prayer, gives Virtue birth, 
And bids him bless and mend the earth. 
Behold him blooming fresh and fair, 

Now made — ^ye gods— a sun and heir : 

An heir; and, stranger yet to hear, 

An heir, an orphan of a peer; 

But prodigies are wrought, to prove 
Nothing impossible to Jove. 

Virtue was for this sex design’d 
In mild reproof to w'oman>kind ; 

In manly form to let them see 
Tlie loveliness of modesty, 

Tlie thousand decencies that shone 
W’ith lessen’d lustre in their own ; 

Wliich few had learn'd enough to prize, 

And some thought modish to despise. 

To make his merit more discorn'd. 

He goes to school — he reads — is leurn’d ; 
Rais’d high, above his birth, by knowledge, 
He shines distinguish’d in a college ; 
Resolv’d nor honour, nor estate. 

Himself alone should make him great. 

Here soon for every art renown'd. 

His iniiaence is diiFus'd around ; 

Th’ inferior youth, to learning led. 

Less to be fam’d than to be «» 
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Behold the glory he has won, 

And blubli to see themselves outdone; 

And now, iidluin’d with rival rage. 

In scientific strife engage; 

Engage —and, in the glorious strife, 

J'hc arts new-kindlc into life. 

Here would our Hero ever dwell. 

Fix’d in a lonely learned ceil ; 

Contented to lie truly great, 

111 Virtue’s best-belov’d reti’eat; 

Contented he — but Fate ordains 
He now shall shine in nobler scenes, 

(Rais’d Ingb, lik some celestial fire. 

To sliine the more, still rising higher) . 
Completely form’d in every part. 

To win the soul, and glad the heart 
The powerful voice, the graceful inii r>. 
Lovely alike, or heard, or, seen ; 

The outward form and inward vie, 

His soul briglit beaming from. bis eye, 
Ennobling every act and air. 

With just, and generous, and sincere. 

Accomplish’d thus, his next resort 
Ts to tlie council and tiie court, 

Where Virtue is in least repute. 

And Interest tlie one pursuit; 

Where right and wrong are bought and Sflld, 
Barter'd for beauty, i^nd for gold 
Here ftlanly Virtue, even here. 

Pleas'd in the peraQA>Qfu peeri 
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A peer ; a scarcely-bearded youth. 

Who tidk’d of justice and of truth ; 

Of innocence, the surest guard, ^ 

Tales here forgot, or yet unheard ; 

That he alone deserv’d esteem. 

Who was the man he wish’d to seem; 

Call’d it unmanly and imwise. 

To lurk behind a mean disguise ; 

(Give fraudful Vice the mask and screen, 

Tis Virtue’s, interest to be seen ;) 

Call’d want of shame a want of sense, 

And found, in blushes, eloquence. 

Thus, acting what he tangbt so well. 

He drew dumb Merit from her cell ; 

Xed with amazing art along 

The bashhil dame, and loos’d her tongue ; 

And, whilst he made her value known, 

Yet more display’d and raised his own. 

Thus young, thus proof to all temptations, 
He rises to the hi^i^ Mations, 

(For where high honour is the prize, 

True Virtue a right to rise i) 

Let courtly daves low bead the knea 

To Wealth and Vice in high 

Kialted Worth dtsdnina in ewe 
Its gnmdeur to its g r e mwet fisc. 

Noar raafd on k^,see Vsitoe shows 
The godiaka ends llw wUch he me ; 

For hadiilat proud AmbMonhanw 
The hmiMimr, 
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Grandeur, by goodness made oofD(>lete ! 

To bicsb, is truly to be great ! 

He taught how men to honour rise, 
like gilded vapours to the skies ; 

Which, howsoever they display 
Their glory from the god of dny^ 

Their noblest use is to abate 
His dangcroas excess of heat ; 

To sliicld the infant fruits and dowers, 

And bless the earth with genial show ers. 

Now change the scene ; a nobler care 
Demands him iii a higher sphere*. 

Distress of nations ca& him hence, 

Permitted so by Provid«ice ; 
lor models, made to mend our kind, 

To no one clime shoaM he eondn'd ; 

And Manly Virtue, like the sun, 

'Ilis course of glonixn toiU should run ; 

Alike diffusing in his flight 
Congenial joy, and life, and light. 

Pale Envy sickens, Error flies. 

And Discord in his praseuce dies; 

Oppression hides with guilty dread. 

And Merit rears her dmpiiig iiead ; 

The aru revive, the Tallies s^ 

And winter softens mto spring t 

The wondering worh^ whWer he meves^ 

With new deli^ iwhi op end lores; 

f 
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( )ne !»r\ consenting to adtnire. 

Nor less the othci to desire ; 

Whilst he, though seated on a tlirone, 
Confines hU b\e to one alone ; 

1 he rest condemn’d, with rjv|^ voice 
Kcpinini;, do applaud his choice. 

Fdiuo now le ports, the Western Isle 
Is made his mansion for a while ; 

W hose anxious uatn es night and dajr 
V llsippv benoath his righteous swaj) 

A\ cai y the gods with ceaseless prayer, 
I o bl(’ss him, and to keep him tliere; 
And claim it as a debt fiom fate, 

'1 00 lately tound, to lose him late. 


A SIMILE, 

ON OUR Want of silvfr, and use CJTLT vat IV 
REMEDY IT. 

tl’; *7 ^cn in the year 1725. 

As when of old ^ome sorceress threw 
O’er the muon’s face a sable hue. 

To drive unseen her magic chair 
At midnight thru’ the darken’d air, 

W ise pe iple, who believ’d with reama 
^That this ccjipse was out of season. 

Affirm’d the moon was lick, aad fell. 
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To cure her by a counter spell. 

Ten thousand cymbals iimv begin 
To rend the skies v\ ith brazen din ; 

The cymbals' rattling sounds dispel 
The cloud, and drive the hag to hell ; 

The moon, deliver'd from her pain. 

Displays lier silver face again. 

(Note here, that in the chymic style 
The moon is silver all this while.) 

So (if my Simile you minded. 

Which I confess is too Im^-windcd) 

When late a feminine magician^ 

Join'd with a brazen politician, 
expos'd, to blind the nation's eyes^ 

A parchment of prodigious size, 

Conceal'd behind tliat ample screen, 

Jhere was no Silver to be seen ; 

Bat to this parchment let the Drapier 
Oppose his counter charm of paper ; , 

And ring Wood's copper in our ears 
So loud till all the nation hears; 

That sound will make the parchment shrivel. 
And drive the conj'rers to tlie devil; 

And when tlie sky is grown serene. 

Our Silver will appear again. 
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ON WOOD, THE IRONMONGER. 

WRITTEN IK THE YEAR 1725. 

Salmon Elis, th« Grecian t^c is. 

Was a mad coppersmith of £li?; 

Up at his forge by nuirning-peep, 

No creature in the lane could sleep : 

Among a crew of roistVing fellows 
Would sit whole ev'nings at the ale^iouse: 

If IS wife and children wanted bread. 

While he went always drunk to bed. 

This vapVing scab must needs devise 
To ape the thunder of the skies: 

With brass two fiery steeds he shod. 

To make a cUiittVing as they trod. 

Of polish’d brass ids flaming car 
Like lightning dazzled from afar; 

And up he mounts into the box, 

And he must thuuder, with a pox ! 

I'lien furious he begins his march, 

I )rives rattling o’er a braxen arch. 

With squibs and crackers arm'd, to throw 
Among the trembling crowd below. 

All ran to pray'rs, both priests and laity. 

To pacify this angry deity; 

When .love, in pity to the town. 

With real thunder knock'd him down. 

Then what a huge delight were all in. 

To see the nicked varlet iprawlii^ ! 
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AN INSECT. 

They March’d his pockets on the place,' 
>And found his copper all was base : 
They laugh’d at such an Irish blunder, 
To take the noise of brass for thunder. 

The moral of this talc is proper, 
Appl/d to Wood’s adulterate copper ; 
Ulrich, as he scatter’d, we, like dolts. 
Mistook at drst for thunderbolts ; 

Before the Drapicr shot a letter, 

(Nor Jove himself could do it better,) 
Which lighting on th’ impostor’s crown,’ 
like real thunder knock'd him down. 


WOOD, AN INSECT. 

1725 . 

long observation 1 have understood 
That two little vcrmiu are kin to Wil. Wood : 
The first is an in'»cct they call a Wood-louse, 
That folds up itself in icseif fur a house ; 

As round as a ball, without brad, without tail. 
Enclos’d cvjf-orpte in a strong coat of mail ; 
And tlms William Wood to my fancy appears. 
In 6Uets of brass roll’d up to his ear». 

And over tliese fillets be wisely has thrown, 

To keep out of (laoger, a doublet of stone*. 

« HcvwhijailfardAU 

r 3 
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The louse of the wood fur a medicine is tis'tft 
Or ^nviillowM alive^ or skitfuUy bruis'd : 

And let but our mother Hibernia contrive 
To swallow WiU. Wood either bruis'd or alive; 
She need be no more with her jiypidice possest. 
Or sick of obstructions and pains in her chest. 

The next is an insect we call a Wood-worni« 
That lies in old wood like a hare in her«form: 
With teeth or with claws it will bite and will scratchy 
And chambermaids christen this worm a Death- 
watch ; 

Because, like a watch, it alwa3fs cries Click ; 

Then woe be to those in the house who are sick : 
For as sure as a gun they will give up the ghost, 

If the maggot cries Click when it scratches the 
post: 

But a kettle of scalding-hot water injected. 
Infallibly cures the timber affected ; 

The omen is broken, the danger is over; 

The maggot will die, and the sick will recover. 
Such a worm was WiU. Wood when he scratch’d at 
the door 

Of a governing etiteaman or favoorite whore; 
Tim death of our natkm be seem'd to foretd. 

And the sound of Ins braaewe took finr our knell: 
Bittr now since the Drafner had heartily maul'd 
him, 

I thMi the best thing we can do is to scald him; 
For which operation there^a notlniig more proper 
Than the liquor hodealainyliia own melted copper; 
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UaleH, bke the Dutch^ you rather would boil 
This comer of raps in a caldron of oil. 

Then cb>>oee which yoo pleaae, and kt each bring 
a faggot, 

For OUT fear's at an end with the death of the 
maggotr 


TO QUILCA, 

a eO^NTIll-HOUSE OF DR. SHERIDAN IN NO VERY 
eOOD RRPaiR^ WHERE THE- AUTHOR AND SOME 
OF HLS TKIENDS SPENT A SUMMER IN THE TEAR 
1725. 

T^et me thy properties explain : 

Jt rotten cabin dropping rain ; 

Cliimnies with scorn rejecting smoke ; 

Soools, tables, chairs, and bedsteads, broke. 

Here elements have Lost their uses, 
jtir ripens not, nor earth produces; 

In vain we mahe poor Shaelah tail. 

Fire will not roast, nor water boil. 

Thno' all the valKes, hills, and plaiiw, 

The godd^ Want in triumph reigns; 

And her chief officers of state, 

SUoth, Dirt, and Theft, arovnd her wait 
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BLESSINGS OF A COUNTRY LIFE. 

17S5. ^ 
n 

Far from our debtore ; no Dublin letten; 

Not seen by our betters. 


THE 

PLAGUES OF A COUNTRY LIFE. 

A coMPAKiov with news ; a great want of shoes; 
Eat lean meat, or choose ; a churrh without pews. 
Our horses astray ; no straw, oats, or hay ; [at play. 
December in May ; our boys run away; all servants 


ON BEADING DR- YOUNG’S SATIRE, CATJ m 

THE UNIVERSAL PASSION. 

BY WHICH BE MBABB PEIDE. 1736. 

^ p there be truth in what you ain^ 

Such godlike virtues in the king ; 

A minister so fill’d with zeal 
And wisdom for the common-weal; 
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M Uc who in the ehaiv pMflide» 
steadily the senate guides; 

H others whom you make your theme 
Are seconds in this glorious scheme ; 

Ifi uv’ry peer whom yen commend 
To^ worth and learning be a friend > 

IP this be truth, as you attest. 

What land w'as ever half so blest ? 

No* falsehood now among the great,. 

And tcadesracQ now no longer cheat ; 

TRom on the bench fiiir uetice shines,. 

Her scale to neither side inclines 
Pride and. Cruelty are flown, 

AndMcpcy here eiuilts her throne ; 

Tor such IS good E&ampie’s power. 

So; does its office ev'ry hour, 

Wheve governors arc gpod and wise, 

Cfr else the truest maxim, lies ; 

Tec so we And att ancient sages 
Beci-eerthat ad eicmplum regis^ 

Thro.’ all the reuhn lus virtues run, 

Hit>4mig and kindling like the bud : 
tf this be true, then how much more. 

When you have nam’d at least a score 
C£ eeuitieBS, each in their degm^ 

If possible, as good as he ? 

Or, take it in a dilTrent view, 
laek (if what you say be true) 

If you affirm the present age 
IX^rvcs jour sntise’s keener nge; 
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If that same Universal Passion 
With evVy vice hath filled the nation; 
If Virtue dares not venture down 
A Single step beneath the crown ; 

If clergy men, to shew their wic 
Praise classics more than Holy Writ; 

If bankrupts, when they are undone. 
Into the senate-house can run. 

And sell their votes at such a rate 
As will retrieve a lost estate; 

If I^w be such a partial whore 
To spate the rich and plague the poor; 
If these be of all crimes the worst, 
Wliat land was ever lialf to curst? 


THE DOG AND THIEF. 

1726. 

I. 

Quoth the Hiief to the Dog, * Let me into jour 
door, 

^ And I’ll give you these delicate bits.* 

Quoth the Dug, H should then be more villain tiian 
you're, 

^ And besides must be out of my wits. 
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IL 

* Your delicate bits will not serve me a meal, 

* But my master each day gives me bread : 

* You'll fly when you get what you came here to 

* And 1 must be liang'd in your stead/ [steal, 

iir. 

The stock-jobber thus from 'Change-alley goes 
And tips you, the freeman, a wink : [down, 

* Let me have but your vote to serve for th^ town, 

* And here is a guinea to drink/ 

IV. 

Said the freeman, ‘Your guinea to-niglit would b* 
‘ Your otters of bribery cease ; [spent; 

* ni vote for my laudlonl to whom I pay rent, 

‘ Or else 1 may forfeit my lease/ 

V. 

From London they come silly people to clioosc, 
Their lands and their tares unknown : 
tVho'd vote a rogue into the Parliament-house 
That would turn a mao out of his own? 
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GRUB.STiiL££T V£RSE.WRTT^«. 

1726. 

I." 

Y £ Poets Tagged and forlorni 
Down from your garrets haste; 

Ye Rhymers ! dead as soon as borju. 

Not yet consign'd to paste : 

IL 

1 know a trick to snake you thrive; 

0« ’tis a quaint devioe ! 

Your stillborn poems ^all ivvine, 

And scorn to wrap up spice. 

IIL 

Get aAl your vmnes pfimad fiur. 

Then let them well be dry'd. 

And Curli musthaiva a ifiecial cam 
To leav^ the mai^gin wide. 

IV. 

haad these to papei^paruig Pope, 

And when he sits to write, 

Kojottar with an envelope 
Could give him more delight. 



OV VfiRSES WBXTTCV UYOK WINDOWS. 

V. 

When Pope has fitTd the mariins round. 
Why then Fecall your loan ; 

Sell them to Curlt for fiAy pound. 

And swear they arc your own. 


ON SEEING VERSES WRITTEN UPON 

WINDOWS IN INNS.— 1726. 

The sage who said he should he proud 
Of Windows in his breast, 

Because he ae*er one thought allowM 
That might not be confest ; 

His Windows scrawl'd by every rake. 

His breast again would cover, 

And fairly bid the dcvd take 
The diamond and the lover. 


ANOTHEIL 

By Satan taught, all oonj'ron kaoir # 
Your mistress in a gtaa taahov. 

And you can do as modi; ” 

In this the devil and yonagmc; 

None e'er made vemes woiee thanH 
And thioel swear ere enehi 
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ANOTHER. 

HTbat love is the devil 1^1 prove when requir'd, 
Those rhymers abundantly show it; 

They swear that they all^ love are inspir'd, 
And the devil's a damnable poet. 


ANOTHER. 

The church and clergy here, no doubt. 
Are very near a kin. 

Both weather-beaten are without, , 

And empty both within. 


TO A LADY, 

WHO DESIHED the author to write SOVE VEUE3 
UPON her in the heroic style. — 1721. 

After venting all i^ylpite. 

Tell me what have I to write ? 

Ev’ry error 1 could find 
Thro’ the mazes of your mind. 

Have my busy Muse employ'd. 

Till the company was cloy'd. 

Are you positive and fretful, 

Heedless, ignorant^ fosgetful? 



These; aiid twenty follies more, 

I have often told before. 

Hearken what my Lady says; 

Have I nothing; then to praise? 

Ill It hts you to be witty. 

Where a fault should move your pity. 
If you think me too conceited, 

Or to passion quickly heated; 

If my wand’nng head be less 
Set on reading than on dress ; 

If I always seem so dull't’ye, 

1 can solve the diffi— culty. 

You would teach me to be wise. 
Truth and honour how to prize; 

How to $hine in conversation, 

And with credit fill my stattou; 

How to relish notions high ; 

How to live, and how to die. 

But it was decreed by Pate, 

Mr. Dean, you come too late; 

Well I know you can discern 
I am now too old to learn ; 

Follies, from my youth ifsstilfd, 

Have my soul entirely fill’d : 

In my head and heart they centra^ 
Nor will let your lessons enter. 

Bred a foundling and an heiress. 
Dress’d like any lady-may’resi; 
Cocker’d by the servants roundy 
Was too good to toucli the ground; 
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Thought the life of ladgr 
Should be one continued plny-day. 
Balls, and masquerades,, and diowsy. 
Visits, plays, and powder'd beans. 

Thus you have my case dt-large-. 
And may now perform your chai^. 
Those materials I have furnish^. 
When by you refin'd and burnish'd. 
Must, tha.t all the world may know ' 
Be reduc'd into a poem. 

But 1 beg suspend a while 
That same paltry burlesque style; 
Drop for once your eonstant rule. 
Turning all to ridicule; 

Teaching othezs how to ape ye,^ 
Court nor Parliament cun 'scape ye 
Treat the public and your friends 
Both alike, wliile neither mends^ 
Sing my praise in strain sublime; 
Treat not me with degg'rel rhyme, 
rris but just you should produce 
With each fault each fault's excuse ; 
Not to publish ev'iyt triA% 

And my few perfections stifle. 

With some gifu al least endue me^ 
Which ray very foes allow ase. 

Am I spiteful, proud, ui^uet? 

Did 1 ever break my tmst t 
Which of all your m od er n liames 
Censures less, at lesodafiMaes? 
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In Rood manners am I faulty? 

Can you call me rude or haughty ? 

Did I e'er my mite with-hold 
From the impotent and old ? 

When did ever I omit 
Due regard for men of wit? 

When have I esteem express^ 

For a coxcomb gaily dress'd ? 

Do I, like the female tribe. 

Think it wit to fleer and gibe? 

Who, with less designing ends. 

Kindlier entertain their friends ? 

With good words and countenance sprightly 
Strive to treat them all politely. 

Think not cards my chief diversion; 

Tis a wrong unjust aspersion : 

Never knew I any good in 'um. 

But to doze my head like laudanum. 

We by play, as men by drinking. 

Pass our nights to drive out thinking. 

From my ailments give' me leisure, 

I shall read and think with pleasure, 
Conversation learn to relish. 

And with books my mind embellish. 

Now, methinks, I hear you cry, 

Mr. Dean, you must reply. 

Madam, I allow *tis true; 

All these praises are your due. 

You, like some acute philosopher, 

£v'ry fault have drawn a gloss over; 

c 3 
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placing in the strongest light 
All your virtues to my sight. 

Tlio’ you lead a blameless life. 

Live an humble, prudent v|ife; 

Answer all domestic ends. 

What is this to us your friends? 

Tho’ your children by a nod 
Stand in awe without the rod ; 

Tho' by your obliging sway 
Servants love you and ob^ ; 

Tho' you treat us with a smile^ 

Clear your looks, and smooth your style. 
Load our plates (Vom ev*ry dish. 

This is not the thing wo wish ; 

Colonel may be your debtor; 

We expect employment better. 

You must learn, if you would gain us^ 
With good sense to entertain us. 

Scholars, when good sense describing. 
Call it tasting and imbibing ; 
Metaphoric meat and drink 
Is to understand and think : 

We may carve for others tbus^ 

And let others carve for uss 
To discourse, and to attend. 

Is to help yourself and Ariand. 
Conversation b but rarvkig ; 

Carve for all, yourself is starving: 

Give no more to ev’ry gusat 
Thau he's able to digest; 
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Give him always of the primes 
And but little at a time. 

Carve Ibr all but just enough, 

Let them neither starve nor stuff; 

And, that you may have your due. 

Let your neighbours carve for yon. 
This comparison will hold. 

Could it well in rhyme be told, 

How conversing, listening, dunking^ 
Justly may resemble drinking: 

For a friend a glass you fill, 

What is this but to iostdl? 

To conclude this kmg essay; 

Pardon if 1 disobey. 

Not against my nat*rai vein 
Treat you in heroic strain. 

], as all the parish knesrsy 
Hardly can be grave in prosei 
Still to lash, and lashing smile, 

111 befits a lofty style. 

From the planet of my birth 
I encounter vice with mirth. 

Wicked ministers of state 
I can easier scorn tlian hate: 

And I find it answers right; 

Scorn torments them more than spighi 
All the vices qf aoouit 
Do but serve to make the sport. 

Were I in some foreign realm, 

Which all vicea overwhelm, 
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Sfiould a Monkey wear a crown, 

Mui-t [ tremble at his frown ? 

Could I not, through all iiis ermine. 

Spy the strutting, chatterj^g vermin ? 

Safely write a smart lampoon, 

To expose the brisk baboon ? 

When my Muse, officious, ventures 
On the nation’s representers ; 

Teaching by what golden rules 
Into knaves the y turn their fools ; 

How the helm is rul’d by Walpole, 

At whose oars, like slaves they all pull ; 

Let the vessel split on shelves. 

With the freight enrich themselves; 

Safe within my little wherry. 

All their madness makes me merry : 
l.ike the waterman on Thames, 
i row by f^nd call them names ; 

Like the ever-laughing sage. 

In a jest I spend my rage; 

(Tho’ It must be understood, 

1 would hang them if I could.) 

If I can but fill my nitch, 

I attempt no higher pitch ; 

Leave to D’Anvers and his mate 
Maxims wise to rule the state ; 

Pult'ney deep, accomplish’d St. John’s,’ 

Scourge the villains with a vengeance; 
let me, tho’ the smell be noisome. 

Strip their bums, let Caleb* boise ’em; 

• Caleb D’Anven, tbe fiunoua writer of the paper called ** Tb 
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Then apply Alecto's whip, 

Till the^ wriggle, howl, and skipi 
Duce is in you, Mr. Dean; 

What can all this passion mean? 
Mention courts, yeuHi ne'er be quiet, 
On corruptions running riot. 

End as it befits your station ; 

Come to use and application; 

Nor with senates keep a fuss. 

I submit, and answer thus; 

If -the machinations brewiag 
To complete the publi4^ min, 

Never once could have the powV 
To affect mr half an henn* ; 

(Sooner would I write in buskins 
Mournful elegies on Bluskins^ 

If I laugh at Whig and Tory, 

1 conclude d fortiori ; 

All your eloquence wiU scarce 
Drive me from my fav'rite&rce. 

This I must insist on: for^ as 
It is well observ'd by Horaeef, 
Ridicule has greater pow'r 
To reform the world than sour. 
Horses thus, let jocMea jod^ ehe^ 
Switches better guide than cudgelB : 


Cnlttaan.** Tbew pum vwe mpnnii to betuteai ty tfct 
U>rd BaUDgbiDke >Mni^ MtMfVenA M of 
« Afl 
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Bastings heavy, diy, obtuse. 

Only dulness can produce ; 

While a little gentle jerking 
Sets the spirits all a-working. 

Thus, 1 find it by expe^fnent. 
Scolding moves you less than merriment. 
I may storm and rage in vain. 

It but stupides your brain; 

But with raillery to nettle 

Sets your thoughts upon their mettle; 

Gives imagination scope ; 

Never lets your mind elope : 

Drives out brangUng and contention, 
Brings in reason and invention. 

For your sake, as well as mine, 

I the lofty style decline. 

I should make a figure scurvy. 

And your head turn topsy-turvy. 

I, who love to have a fling 
Both at S — n — e house and ■ 

That they might some better way tread 
To avoid the public hatred ; 

Thought no method more commodious 
Than to show their vices odious ; 

Which 1 chose to make appear 
Not by anger, but a sneer: 

As my method of reforming 
Is by laughing, not by storming; 

(For my friends have always ^>ught 
Tenderness my greatest fa^) 
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Would you have me chclnge my style, 

On your faults no longer smile ; 

But, to patch up all your quarrels, 

Quote you texts from Plutarch’s ftiorals; 
Or from Solomon produce 
Maxims teaching wisdom’s use? 

If I treat you like C~d H— 

You have cheap enough compounded. 
Can you put in higher claims 

Than the owners of St. J s ? 

You are not so great a grievance 
As the liirclings of St. Stephen’s : 

You are of a lower class 
Than my friend Sir Bobert Brass. 

None of tliese have mercy found; 

1 have laugh'd and lash’d them round. 

Have you seen a rocket fly? 

You would swear it pierc’d the sky ; 

It but reach’d the middle air, 

Bursting into pieces there ; 

Thousand sparkle^ falling down. 

Light on many a coxcomb’s crown « 

See what mir^ the sport creates; 

Singes hair, but breaks no pates. 

Thus, should I attempt to climb. 

Treat you in a style sobiiitie ; 

Such a rocket is my Muse, 

Should 1 lofty numbers cbopse, 

£re I reach’d Pamaisus* xop^ 

1 should burst, and^boiediig drop ! 



All my fire irmild fikU in florapt^ 

Gd.ve your bead seme g o a t l o caps, 
ptdy make it saMbrt « while ; 

^Hien could 1 foiboareo fniify 
When I found die tingyng^Minv 
Endring warm your frigid hcaia. 

Make you able, upon eight. 

To decide of wrong or n#»t; 

Talk with sense whatever you please en^ 
Learn to relish truth and reason? 

Thus we both should igain our prize; 
I to laugh, and yon grew wise. 


BEC^S BiaXH-DAY. 

MOV. S, 1726. 

HThis day, dear Bee! isii^ nataWty/ 
Had Fate a luckier one she’d^ye it ye: 
She chose a thread ef greatest Iwn gf h , 
And doubly twisted iftfor ate a n g th. 

Nor will be able with her ahean 
To cut it off these forty years. 

Then who says care wsd kill a cat? 
Rebecca shews tbagr’re out in that ; 

For she, tho’ ovwr-nin withcare^ 
Continues healtfaf^ fat, anddhir. 
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BEC’b BIRTH-DAY, 1726 

As it the e;ouI should seize the head, 
Doctors pronounce the patient dead; 

But it t icy c'ln hy all tin ir arts 
} 1C t It t j th* extiemest parts, 

J he V ' c the sicK m lU joy and praise, 

The Jii i' j m 1 ’ r >1 >11^* Ins days , 

Ucbcc III Is 1 « 1 1 1 )\ j;u< t, 

'll dij\rs her cuts to hinds and tcct; 

1 1 th I pliil )S(j| tie •> inaint an 
1 li li Tif s aie L,ui I 1 h\ tlic hrain, 

(ij i c r 111 ir llehccca’s led. 

He r li aid Aiui feet conduct hei head, 

I?) i • in 1 \ 1 ow’i c n u , 
blic IK Cl r 1 lici whj or viheie 
Her li 111 's ( 1 n rned lit , tcct imv wander, 
Hcrlicrli hiitaiui hy-standti. 

And dll her but supplies 

1 lie f It ot will some exncisc 
llius \ itint h itb 1C solv’d to pa bt r 
'J he I a *. I lilt lies aid eke the e ire. 

1 ory in n she live and help her h lends 
\\ hem 't 1 il suits In i private ends , 

Dome Stic bubincss net 1 1 mud 
’Till eoikc has her sto nach lin’fl. 

But when her 1 ^aktast qitcs tiei courage, 
Then think on eiiisehiekt i poind ge, 

I int in whtn I ger* ha*- been serv’d. 

Or else poo lla may be sUirv’d 

* Mr* Dttigky'i fsTountc lapalog 
Sl^lFT VOL. 1 1, M. 
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May Bee have many an evening nap 
With Tyger slabb’ring in her lap ; 

But always take a special care 
She does not overset thg chair : 

Still be she curious, never hearken 
To any speech but 1 yger’s barking. 

And when she’s in another scene, 

Stella long dead, but the Dean, 

May Fortune and her coffee get her. 
Companions that will please her better; 
Whole afternoons will sit beside her, 

Nor for neglects or blunders elude her: 

A goodly set as can be found 
Of hearty gossips prating round ; 

Fresh from a wedding or a christening, 

To teach her ears the art of list’ning, 

And please her more to hear them tattle 
Than the Dean storm or Stella rattle. 

Late be her death, one gentle nod. 
When Hermes, waitii^ with his rod. 

Shall to Elysian fields invite her. 

Where there will be no cares to fright her. 



ST PATRICKS WELL. 
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EXTEMPORE VERSES 

WRITTEN AT CHESTER^ 172§. 

I. 

\ OUR nioulclVing walls ore mending still, 
Your churclicsin neglect lie; 

Hut yet the benpture you filhll 
Hy walking circumspectly*. 

If. 

Tlic church and clergy here, no doubt, 

Are very much a-khi; 

Hoth wcatliei -beaten are without, 
liuth empty are witliiii. 


VERSES 

OCCASIONED BY THE BU0DEN DRYING UP OF 

ST. Patrick’s well, near trinity 
COLLEGE, DUBLIN, IN 1726. 

By holy zeal inspir'd, and led by fame 
To thee, once fav’nte isle ! with joy I came, 
M'hat time tlie (voth, the Vandal, and the Hun, 
Had my own native Italy o'er-ruri ; 


• Bound tb* waU«. 

B 2 
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Irene! to the world’s remotest p irts 
Renown'd for valour, policy, and arts. 

Hither frenn C’olchos, with thy ilecry ore, 

Jason arriv’d two tiionsnnd years hr-fcn’c. 

Thee, happy Island I Pallas call'd her own. 
When haughty llrituiii was aland unkno\»ri. 

From thro, with pride, the Caledonians trace 
The glorious fouiidei of their kuiffly race. 

Thy martial sons, whom now they dare despise, 
Did once their land •-ubdiie and civdi^e : 

Their dress, their language, and thebcnttish name, 
Confess the soil from whence the victois carnc. 
Well ma) they boast that ancient blood w hit li runs 
W’^ithin tliei** veins, who arc thy younger sons; 
A conquest and a colony from thee, 

The iuothtjr-kingdom left her children free : 

From thee no mark of slavery they felt, 

Not so with theip ihy base invaders dealt; 

Invited here to ^'ellgeful Morrougli’s aid, 

Those whom they could not conquer they betray’d- 
Britain! by thcc wc fell, ungralelul laic! 

Not by thy valour, but superior guile. 

Britain 1 with shame coniess this land of mine 
First taught thcc human knowledge and divine; 
M} prelates and my students, sent from hence. 
Made your sons converts both to God and sense; 
Not like liie pastors of thy ra\’iiou.s hreed> 

Who come to fleece the flocks, arnl not to feed. 

Wri iciied Irene ! with what grief 1 see 
The fatal changes timehathinadc in thee ! 
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I'he Chnstian rites I introduc'd in vain; 

Lc» ! Infidelity return'd again. 

Tret tlom and virtue in thy sons I found, 
ho now 111 \ici‘ and slavery are drown’d. 

Hy faith and pray r, this crosier in niy hand, 

I drove the \enomM serpent from thy land ; 

Tlie shepherd in hi‘. boweniiight slei’p or sing, 
Nor dread the adder’s tooth nor sc orpion’s sting < 1 ^, 
With omens oft' I stro\cto warn thy swains, 
Omens the type s of iny impending chains: 

1 sent the magpie from the British soil, 

W’lth restless beak, thy blrMuning fruit to spoil; 
lb dm tbine ears with iinharmunious clack, 

And haunt thy holy w'aiis in white and black. 
What else are those thou seest in bishop's geer, 
Who crop the nurseries of learning here? 

Aspinnn, iirecdy, full of seiiselcsi^ prate, 

Devoui the chuieii, and chatter to tlie state. 

As you grew more degenerate and base, 

I sent you millions of the croaking race; 

Kmhlems of insects vile, who sprend the spawn 
Thro’ all thy land, in armour, fur, and lawn; 

A nauseous brood, that fills your senate walls, 

And in the chariihers of your\'ieeroy crawls. 

bee where the new devouring vermin runs, 
Sent m my anger from the laud of Huns ! 


* There are nn makef, vipm, ortcadt, in Ireland; and even 
were not knowa here until about the year 170U. The mag- 
pie« cainie a ihuit nine before, and Uie Nunray ntiiince. 

« 9 
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harpy daws it undermines the ground, 

Jmd Suddt n spreads a numerous offspring round. 

amphibious tyrant, with his rav’nous band, 
Unins all thv nkos of fisk of fiuits thy land. 

Where is tVie Uoly ^VlTtlilll bore my name? 
FtfeH the foiinraiii luck froin wlirnce it came? 
Fair Fi'ecdoiii’s enihiem once, which smoothly 
Atfi^blcss^niis equalSv on all bestows. [^lov^s, 
Here from the ncif.hb’nng nursery of arts, 

The students drinking rais'd their wit and parts; 
Here, for an age and ipore, irnproi’d their vein, 
Their Phoehus 1, my spring their Ilippocrenc. 
Discourag’d youltis! now all their hopes must fail, 
Condemn’d to country cottages and ale; 
To'forcign prelates make a slavish couit, 

And by their sweat procuie a mean support; 

Or for tlie Cla!^kr read rh* Attoi ucy 's Guide, 
CioU«ct«]u^, OT wait upon the tide. 

Oh! hoal been apostle to the Swiss 
Or hardy Scot, or any' land but this, 

Combin’d in arms they had their foes ilcfy’d, 

And kept their liberty, or bj-avely dy’d. 

Thou still with tyr.uits in succession curst. 

The last invaders trampling on tlic first; 

Nor fondly hope for some reverse of fote; 

Virtue herself would now return too late. 

Not half thy course of misery is run ; 

Thy greatest evils yet arc scarce begun. 

Sow shall thy sons, the time b just at liand, 

^ all imide cajittvea in tbeirBatiae hfSd : 

% 



A YOUNG IABy’s COMPLATKT. 89^ 

When for the use of no Iliticrnian born 
Shull rise one blade of grass, one car of com ; 

he n slielh and leather shall for money pass, 

Nor ihy oppressing lords afford thee brass*; 

Blit all turn leasers to tliat mongrel breed f 
Wlio from thee sprung, yet on thy vitals feed; 

ho to you’ n\ ’nous isle tliy treasures bear. 

And waste in luxur\ thyhirvcsts there; 

For jindc and ignurnnco apro\crb grown, 

Uhe )est of wits, and to the court unknown. 

1 scorn th^ s,miious and drgeri’rate line. 

And from this hour my fiatronage resign. 


A YOUNG LADY*S CO^IPLAINT. 

FOR THE STAY OF THE DEAH IN ENGC^ND. 1726, 


Blow, ye Zephyrs, gentle gales; 
Gently fill tlie swelling sails. 
Neptuuc, with thy trident long, 
Tndent three*fork’d, tndent strong ; 
And ye Nereids fair and gaj« 

Fairer than the rose in May, 


• Wood*! ruiTKMM pnMctSfslBtt the people of Iwiewfaai 
eapported by Sir Ro^ YValpulte in 17M. 
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Nereids living in deep caves. 

Gently wash’d with gentle waves ; 
Nereid^, Neptune, lull aslceu 
Ruffling stonns, and ruffled creep ; 
AU around, in poinfK>us state, 

On this richer Argo wait : 

Argo, bring my Golden Fleece ; 
Ai^, bring him to his Greece. 

Will Cadeiius longer stay? . 

Come, Cadenus, come away; 

Come with all the haste of love, 
Come uiitfj thy lurtle-doie. 

The ripen’d chc*wry on the tree 
Hangs, aud only hangs for thee ; 
Luscious peaohes, mellow pears, 
Ceres with her yellow curs. 

And Uie grape, 'both red and white, 
G rai>e iusfM^g just delight ; 

All are rifre; aud courting sue 
To be pluck’d and presVcl by you. 
Pinks have lost tlicir blooming red. 
Mourning hang their drooping head; 
Rvery flower languid seems. 

Wants the colour of thy beams, 
Benins of wondrous force and power. 
Beams reviving evecy flower. 

Come, Cadenus, bless once more. 
Bless again thy native « 

ifless again tins droofiMgs^^ 
MakejUl weeping beaiiSl|i^^pfl|Sqf 



A LETTER TO TBE DEAN. 


Beauties that thine absence mourn, 
Beauties wishing diy return. 

Come, V 'adenus, come with haste, 
Come l>cfore the vi inter's blast; 
Swifter than the lightning fly j 
Or 1, like Vanessa, die. 


A LETTER TO THE DEAN, 

WHEN IN ENGLAND. 17^6. 

You will excuse me, I suppose. 

For sending rhyme instead of prose. 
Because hot weather makes me lazy ; 

To wnte in metre is more easy. 

While you are U'udgiug London town, 

I 'm strolling Dublin up and down; 

While you converse with lords and dukes, 

1 have tlioir betters here,* my books: 

Fix’d in un elbow-chair at ease, 

I choose companions as I please. 

1 ’d rather have one single shelf 
Than all my fiicnds, except yourself: 

Fur, after all that can be said. 

Our best acquamtance are the dead. 

While you ’re m raptures with Faoitina*;'' 
1 charm’d at tmrne with our Sheelina. 
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While you are staning there in state^ 

1 'm cramming here with butcner’s moat. 
You Bay, viheii with thoae lordayou dine, 
They treat you with the of wiiie, 
Burgundy, Cyprus, and Tokay ; 

Why St) can we, a» well as they 
No^ceason then, my dear good Dean, 

But you should travel home again 
What though you may n*t in Ireland hope 
To find such folk Bh Gay and Pope , 

If you with rhymers here would <4hare 
But half the wit that you cm spare, 

1 *d lay twelve eggs, that, in tweli^e dayi^^ 
You ’d make a dozen of Popes and Ga|ii. 

Our weather ’s good, our sky is clear; 
We ’ve every joy, if you were here; 

6o lofty and eo bright a sky 
as never seen by Ireland's eye ! 

^ I think It fit to let you know. 

This week 1 fhall to Quilca go; 

To see M^Fayden's homy brothers 
First suck, and after bull their mothers; 
To sec, alas ! my wither'd trees (n 
To see what all the country sees ! 

My stunted quicks, my famish'd beeves/ 
My servants such a pack of tiMves 
My shatter'd firi» mj Uastedoeki^ 

My house m Common to all 
No cabbage ftur a single snail, ^ 

My turoips, carrots, paiwupfh 
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My no green peas, my few green sprouts; 

My nM>ther always in the pouts; 

My hoi'ses rid, or gone astray ; 

My fish all stol’n, or run away; 

My mutton lean, my pullets old, 

My poultiy starv’d, the com all sold. 

A man, come now from Quilca, says, 

* They ' ve * stol'n the locks from all your keys / 
But what must fret and vex me more. 

He says, ‘ TAiy stole the keys before. 

' TAey Ve stol’n tlie knives from all the forks ^ 

* And half the aiws from half the sturks.’ 

Nay more, the fellow swears and vows, 

^ TAey Ve stol’n the storks fiom half the cows:’ 
With many more accounts of woe. 

Yet, though the devil be there, I ’ll go: 

’Twixt you and me, the reason 's clev. 

Because I ’ve more vexation here. 


PAUNODIA. 

BOKACX, BOOK l/ ODE XVF. 

than Phoebus more divine. 

Whose veiees far his mjs out-sluoe, 

s 

• TlqrlsthcBWid fMcfof Uwoonrtyof Gstn; fov vhal- 

cvtrbMlaa* ir^ in«pilre«f«Mrtwit;sleBt lt» tiKmiMisrb 
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down upon your quondam foe ; 
OhT Jet me never write again, 

^‘r I disoblige you, Pean, 

^ould you compassion 9j|Qw. 


Take those Tambicks which I wrote. 
When anger made me piping hot. 

And gave them to your cook, 

To singe your fowl, or save your paste, 
Tlie next time when you have a feast; 
They ’ll save you many a book. 


To burn them, you are not content; 
I give you then my free consent. 

To sink them m the harbour : 

If not, they Ml se r\t to set off blocks. 
To roll on pipes, and twist in locks; 
So give them to your barber. 


Or, when you next your physic take, 

I must entreat you then to make 
A proper application ; 

'Tis what 1 ’ve done myself before. 

With Dan’s fine dioughts, and many moil| 
Who gave me^flrovocation. 

What cannot nuf^bteniiiger do? 

Itmakes thffe widynn Urong pursue^ 

A ‘goose ittai;i|^ a ,f#nn ; 

It ou^ a MOiika 
Herh»yband»haiAnd ^ umil. 

White no longer man. 
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Though some, we find, are nioro discreet ; 
Before the worid are wondrous sweet. 

And let their husbands hector : 

But, when the world *s asleep, tlwy wake, 
Tlmt is the time they choose to speak ; 

Witness the curtain-lecture. 

Such was the case with you, 1 find : 

All day you could conceal your mind; 

But when St. Patrick's chimes 
AwakVl your Muse (my iiiidniglit curse, 
When I cngagM for better for worse). 

You scolded with your rhymes. 

Have done ! have done ! 1 quit the field ; 
To you, as to my wife, I yield : 

As she must wear the breeches; 

SoshaU you wear tlie laurel-crown, 

JlHn it, and wear it, *tis your own; 
poet’s only riches. 


I.OVE POEM 

raoM A rwAsu^v TO HIS MI8TP.ESS. 

WrUttn ci London in the year 1727. 

Bt Po«t» we ails wen assorM 
That alas !\^epo neV becni^t 
A codM^te^ be^ of iUs, 
luilii itii ijpit [lillii 

A 
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Ah ! Cli^oe, this I find i& trae. 

Since first I gave my heart to you. 

Now, by your cruelty hard-bound^ 

1 strain luy guts» my colon wound. 

Now jealousy uiy gruiubimg tripes 
Assaults with grating, grinding gripes. 

When pity inr those eyes I view. 

My bowels wambling make me spew. 

When I HU amorous kiss design'd, 

I belch'd a hurricane of aiut#- 
Onco you a gentle sigh frfH ; 

Remember how 1 suck’d )t all : 

What colic pangs from thence I felt, 

Had 30U but known, your he^irt would mellg 
Like ntfihiig wiwds in ca\crus p4sat. 

Till Nature p ointed out a vent. 

How have you torn niy heart to pieces 
With maggots, humours, and caprices! 

By ivhich I got the hismorrlioids ; 

And luailisom^ m onns my anus voids. 
Wliene’er \ hear a rival nam'd, 

1 feci my body all inflam'd ; 

Which, breaking out ia boils and blanes. 
With y^low likii my linen stains ; , 

Or, parch’d with unextinguish'd thirst. 
Small-beer I guzxle till 1 burst : 

And then I dnig a bloated corpus, 

Swell'd with Si dropsy, like a porpoise; 
When, if I cannot purge or stale, 

\ qiust be tapp’d to fiU a peik 
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CANTATA*. 


In bnrraony would youexceli, 

J'HJt your words lo your music well ; 

] or PegnsuB rims every race 
llv gdllopiog high, or level pace, 

<lr aiiiUing, or sweet Canterbury, 

Or V ith ii down, a high duw n derry. 

N o \ ictory he ever got 
by higgling, joggling, joggling trot; 

Vi use liurinonious entertains 
Hougli, roistering, rustic, lonnng strains. 

.\or shall you twine tiie crackling bays 
Uy aueaking, siiivcling roundelays. 

Now slowly move your fiddle-stick ; 

Now, tantari, tantantivi, quick; 

Now trembling, shivering, quivering, qiiakii^ 
Set hopic^ licarts of Lovers aching. 

Ily, fly, above the sky, 

RwidiliQg, gambling, troUoping, lolloping, gal* 
loping. 


* Thii Gntits If prinM wlA the .. — 
odltiam or 8»ieu Vr. 

* an did wk fKSpe the aMira# Si 
■tothechamuioireMuic; wai notlHm 

* lidaai. Ho rchoeuncnded It tS Dr. 

* gaitlhmen of lieiu^ to conpose ■ Q 
■ aoerlle aniniciy. Mre we have wurtu 

* the most inlimnnenlaiMi oml araada the MU 

* In • word, SeilUa Cantata mw oonvliioe any p 

* la^c. If onlj taatatin, vroadd w Hdloaloea.* fT, 
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Now sweep, sweep die deep. 

•See Cel in, Celia dies, 

Wliift* true Lovers’ eyes ^ 
Weeping sleep, Sleeping weep, , 
Weeping sleep. Bo peep, bo peep. 


A PASTORAL DIALOGUE 

t- 

BETWKCN 

mCHMOND-LODGE AND MARBLE-HILL. 

Written June 1727, 

' JUST AFTER THE NEWS OF THE LATE RIKG*S 
DEATH. 

Rlchmond-Lod^ U a hoiiae with a amall park bclonginK to tiie 
crown: it was ububUv granted by the crown for a leaee o( 
yeari. Tiie Duke of Ormond waa the last who hod it: after 
lUB exile It was given to the Mnce of Wales by the King. 
The Prince apd Pnneeu uauafly paued their ■utnmer there. 
It 18 wUhin a mile of Kichmonef. 

Marble>HHj is a house built Mrs. Howard, then of the bed- 
chamber, now Countess of Suffolk, Aid Groom of the Stole to 
the Queen. It is on the Middlesex side, near Twickenham, 
where Mr. Pom lives, and about two miles from Richmond- 
Indge. Mr. rape was the contriver of the gardens, Lord 
Herbert, the arclulect, and the Dean of St. Patnek’s, chief 
butler, «nd keeper of the icehouse. Upon King George's 
death these two houses met, and bad the Tollowlng dialogue. 

' In of Pope, in ^ite of Gay, 

And ull tlwt be or they can say. 

Sing on and sing 1 will, 

Qf liichaiund-Lodge and Marblo-Uill, 



A PASTOEAl DIALOCVt. 




Last Friday as neighbours use, 

This couple met to talk of nears. 

For by old proverbs it appears 

That walls have tongues, and hedges eailO. 

MAR.-H. Quoth Marblc-Uili, Right v*ip^ ween 
Your mistress now is grown a queen; 

You’ll find it soon by woeful proof ; 

Shell come no more beneath your roof. 

RICH -L. The kingly^prophet well evinces 
That we slmuld put no trust in princes ; 

My royal master promis’d me 
To raise me to a high degree ; 

But now he’s grown a king, God wot, 

I fear I shall be soon foi^ot. 

You sec when folks have got their ends. 

How quickly they neglect their friends ; 

Yet I may say, Iwixt me and you, 

Pray God they now may find as true. 

K An.-H. My house was built but for a show, 
My Udy’s empty pockets know ; 

DOW she will not have a shilling 
To raise the stain or build tlie ceiling, 

For all the courtly Madams round 
Now pay four shillings in the pound. 

’Us come to what 1 always di^ght ; 

My dame is hardly Vvorth a groat. 

Had yon and I been courtiers boro. 

We should not thus have lain forlorn ; 

For those we dextVous courtiers call, 

Gan rise upon theirmaster’s fall; 
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unUicky and unwise, 
lAUlt/ull because our masters rise. 

jiiCii.-L. My Master, scarce a forUiiglit since, 
Was fi|Mn as wealthy as a prince; 

But will he no <$uch thing, 

For he’lPoc pO()r as a’ly king, 

And hv his crown norhiiig get, 

But, like a king, to run in debt. 

MAR.-H. No more the Deyi that grave divine. 
Shall keep tlie kc\ of mV no ■ ^winc, 

My iccljousc roh, as heretofore. 

And sic'il mvaiti chokes no more; 

Poor I Vrv h'oiint no more bg seen 
Bedaggled in my walks so green; 

Plump dohuity fiay wiH now elope, 

And here r > more will dangle Pope. 

PiCH.-i.. ilere vvoat the Dean, when he*s to seek, 
To spuugo a breakfast once a-week; 

To cry the bread was stale, and mutter 
Coinplaiiirs agamst the royal butter: 

But now,! fear it will be said 
No butter sticks u; on his biead. 

We Soon shall fm I hi . full of spleen 
For want of tattiing to the Queen, 

Stunning her royal ^rs with talking, 

His Reverence and her Highne*4S waUtlug; 

Whilst Lady Charlotte, like a stroller. 

Sits mounted on the garden-roUer; 

^goofUy sight to see her ride, 

ancient Aliniiont at her sida; 
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In velvet cap his head lies wanU) 

His hat for show below his arm. 

MAR.-H. Some South-Sea broker fiRm the city 
Will purchase me, the more’s the pity, 
lay all my fine plantations waste 
To fit them to his vulgar taste ; 

Chang’d for the worse in ev’iy part, 

My master Pope will break bis heart. 

RicH.-L. In my own Thames may I be drownded, 
If e'er I stoop beneath a crown’d head, 

Except her Majesty prevails 

To place me with the Prince of Wales; 

And then I shall be free from fears, 

For he’ll be prince these fifty yctu's* 

1 then will turn a courtier too, 

And serve the times as others do, 

Plain loyalty, not built on hope, 

I leave to your contriver, Pope ; 

Kone loves his king and country better, 

Yet none was ever less their debtor. 

VAR.^ii. Then let him come and take a nap 
In sumnibron my verdant lap; 

Piefer our villas, where the Thames ii» 

To Kensington or hot St. James’s; 

Nor ^all 1 in dolltiilenee nt. 

For ’tis to me* he owes bis wit; 

My groves, my echoes, and my birds. 

Have taught hbi his poetic woi^s. 

We gardens* and you wildernesses. 

Assist all poets in din r e ss ei . 
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Him twice a week I here expect, 

To raitlc Moody for neglect; 

An idle ro^, who spends his qtiartridge 
In tippling at the Dog and Partridge, 

And 1 can hardly get him down 
Three tiiQe«< a-week to brush my gown* 

PicH.-L, I pity you, dear Marble-llill! 

But hope to see you flourish s^l. 

All happiness — and so 4|heu ! 

MAR.-H. Kind Richmoud-Lbdge ! the same to 
you. 


BE^IiiE AND POSSESSION. 1727. 

strange what diiTrent thoughts inspire 
In men, possession, and desire! 

Thfiik^wliat they wish so great ablcBsing, 

So disappointed wtien possessing ! 

A moralist profoundly sage, 

I knew notm what book or page, 

Or whether o'er a pot of ale, 

Related thus the following tale : 

Posses ion, and Desire, his brother. 

But still at variance with each other. 

Were seen contending in a race, 

And kept at flrst an equal pace: 

said their course continu'd long, 
fpr this was active, that was strong; 
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KIK Emrj, Slander, Sloth, and Doubt, 

Misled them many a league about. 

Seduc'd by some deceiving light, 

They take the wrong way for the right; 

Tiuro' slippVy by-roads, dark and deep, 

I'hey often climb and often creep. 

Dettre, the swifter of the two, 

Along the plain, like lightning flew, 

Till entering on a broad highway, 

AVhere pow'r and titles scatter’d lay, 
lie strove to pick up all he found, 

A I Ad by excursions lost his u round : 

No sooner got, chan wjtli dUdoin 
lie threw them on the ground again. 

And hasted forward to pursue 
Ticsh ulijects fairer to his view, 
lu hope to spring some nobler game, 
llut all he took was just the same : 

Too scornful now to stop his pace. 

He spum'd them in his rival's face. 

Possession kept the beaten road. 

And gather’d all his brother strok’d, 

Bjc ovcrchaig’d and out of wind^ 

Tlio’ strong in liiahs, he lagg’d behint 
Desire had now the goal in sight; 

It was a tow’r of mpnscroos heighc, 

Wh^ oa the summit Portuae stands, 

A crown and sceptre in her hands; 

Beneath, a chasm as deep as hell, 

\^1iere many a bold advant’rer faUt 
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Desire in rapture (piz*d a while, 

And taw tlie treaciiVous goddess smile. 
But as be climb’d to gra*^ the crown. 
She knock’d him with the sdbptre dowm : 
He tumbled in the gulf profound. 

There doom’d to wlurl an endlebs round. 

Possession’s load was grown so greal^ 
He sunk beneath the cumb’rous weighs 
And as he now expiring lay. 

Flocks evVy ominous bird%f prey ; 

The raven, vulture, owl, and kite, 

At once upon bis carcass light. 

And strip his hide, and pick his bones, 
^gardless ot his dying groans. 


ON CENSURE. 1727. 

Y E wise I mstruct me to endure 
An evil which admits no core. 

Or bow this evil can be borne. 

Which breeds at once both hate and scorn, 
3are innocence is no support 
When you are tiy’d in Scandal’s court. 
Stand high in honoi$ wealtli, or wit. 

All others who infisrior stt 
jponceive themsehras in conscience bound ' 
^ joKi and drag you to the ground. 
y«llir altitude offends die eyes 

who want the powV to rise. 
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%ld, a grilling staiider-by, 

Hf to aid a specious lie: 

would not do you wrong, 

But all appearances are strong. 

Yet whence proceeds this weight we lay 
On what detracting people say f 
For let mankind discharge their tongues 
In venom till they bur^t their lungs, 

Their utmost malice cannot make 
Your head, or tooth, or finger, ake, 

Nor spoil your shape, diStuit your face^ 

Or put one feature out of place ; 

Nor will you find your fortune sink 
By what they speak or wlmt they think ; 

Nor can ten hundred thousand lies 
Make you less virtuous, leaned, or wife. 

The most eflectual way to baulk 
Their malice is to let them talk. 


THE FDRKITURE OF 

A WOMAN’S MIND. 

Written in the year 1757. 

A SET of phraaes leani’d by rote, 

A passion for a scarlet ooat ; 

When at a play to laugh or «iy, 

Yet cannot tell the reason wh^ 

Never to bold her tongue a minute, 
While aU aim pniM has nothing Mt ; 
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Whole hours can with a coxcomb sit, 

And take hiS nonsense all for wit; 

Her learning mounts to read a son r. 

Blit half the words pronouncing wrong ; 
Hath every reparttc m store 
She spoke tc n thousand tunes before ; 
Can ready compliments suj ply 
On all oi c -ision® cut and dry , 

Such hatred to a parson *s^own. 

The sijht VI ill put her HI a swinon ; 

¥er com crsation well endu'd, 
calls It w itty to be rude ; 

And piicin^ raillery in niiliiig. 

Will tell aloud your gieatest failing* 

Nor makes a scruple to expose 
Youi bandy U^orciooked nose; 

C ail at her iiiornuiG; tea run o'er 
Tlic scandal of tiie day before ; 
lmpro\ dig hourly in her skill 
To cheat and wr uigle at Quadrille. 

In dioiosins: lace a critic n ce. 

Knows to a gic at the lowest piicc ; 

Can ill her fWna^e clubs dispute 
Whut lining best the silk will suit; 

What colours each tomplexioo match. 
And where with art to piadc a patch. 

If citaiicc a mouse creeps ui her sight. 
Can finely counterleit u fi ight^ 
tet|wectl> screams if it comes near her, 
tm tavibhes all hearts to hear Ikor; 



THE. FURNITURE OF A WOHAn's HIND. 101 

Can dexterously her husband tease, 

By taking fits whene’er she please ; 

By frequent practice learns the trick 
At proper seasons to be sick; 

Thinks nothing gives one airs so pretty, 

At once creating love and pity : 

If Molly happens to be careless, 

And but aeglccts to warm her hair-lace. 

She gets a cold us sure as death, 

And vows she scarce can fetch her breath ; 
Admires how modest women can 
Be so robustious, like a man. 

In party furious to Iier pow’r ; 

A bitter Whig, or Tory sour ; 

Her arguments directly tend 
Against the side she would defend ; 

Will prove herself a Tory plain, 

From principles the Whigs niaintahi; 

And to defend tlie Whiggish cause, 

Her topics from the Toyj^ies draws. 

O yes ! if any man can find 
More virtues in a wuman’smind. 

Let tbem be sent to Mrs. Hording*, 

She’ll pay the chaiges to a farthing > 

Take notice, she has my comuiissioa 
To add them in the next edition ; 

They may outsell a bdtter thing: 

. So, hollo, boys ! God save the King ! « 

• Widow of Hsidinf, tUe Piaplci** prUiltr. 
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W^btLD ]rou thatDelvUlel describe? 

Believe me, Sir, 1 will not ^ibe: 

For who would be satii'ical 
Upon a thing so very small ? 

You scarce upon the b^dola enter. 

Before you *re ut the very%ei|tre. 

A single crow can make it night, 

When o'er your farm she takes her flight ; 

Yet, in this narrow compass, we 
Observe a vast variety; 

Both walks, walls, meadows, and parterres, 
Windows and doors, and rooms and stairs. 

And hills and dalef;, and woods and fields. 

And j||ay, and grass, and corn, it yields ; 

All to your hazard brought so cheap in, 
Without the mowing or the reaping: 

A razor, though to say *t I *m loth, 

Wpuld shave you and jpour meadows both. 

aJiQugh small *s the farm, yet here's a home 
Full Targe to entertain a mouse. 

Sat where a rat is dreaded more 


Than savage Caledoninn boar ; 

For, if it 's enter'd by a rat. 

There is no room to bring isqj^t. 

A httle rivulet seems 
Down through a thing yif8mal4i« vale. 
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Like tears adovrn a wrinkled cheek, 

Like ram alonga blade of leek; 

And this you call your sweet meander ^ 

Which might be suck'd up by a gander, 

Could he but force his nether bill 
To scoop the channel of the rill: 

Fur sure you 'd make a mighty clutter, 

Were it as big as city-gutter. 

Next come 1 to your kitchen-garden, 

Where one poor mouse would fare but hard in; 
And round this garden is a walk, 

No longer than a tayior’s chalk: 

Thus [ compare what space is in it, 

A suaii creeps round it in a mtnute. 

One lettuee makes a shift to squeeze 
Up through a tuft youcail your trees; 

And, once a year, a single rose 
Peeps from the bud, but never blows; 

111 vain then you expect its bloom ! 

It cannot blow, for want of room. 

In short, iu all your boasted seat, 

Diere *s nothing but yoMtetf that's eRB4T, 
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ON CUTTING DOWN THE 

OLD THORN AT MARKET-HILL*. 

Written in the Year 1727. 

I. 

AlT Market-hill) es weU aDpotn 
By cliroaide of aucientd^) 

There stood for many hundred years 
A spacious Thorn before the gate. 

II. 

Hither qime ev*ry village-maid, 

And on the boughs her garland hung, 

And here, beneath the spreading sliade, 

Secure from Satyrs, sat and sung. 

HL 

Sir Archibald t, tliat valorous kuiglit, 

Then lord of oU tlie fruitful plain, 

Woiild come to hsten with delight, 

For he was fond of rural strain. 

IV. 

(Sir Archibald ! whose favorite name 
Shall stand for ages on record 

• A vUla« nw the Mtt of Sir AitliMr AdieMm, whete ttw 
Pean ■ometimet made • long viut. 
t Sir Archibald Acbeatm, Secmtary of-State fw Scotland. 



OK crTTIKG DOWN AN OLD THORN. 105 

Jiy Scottish hnrds of Inglicst fame, 

Wi&e fluwthoratjtsu and Stirling’s Lord*.) 

V. 

But lime, with iron teeth, T w^en, 
lias canker’d all its hi audios round ? 

No fruit or bLpssom to ho ^oeii, 

Its head recliuing tow’rds die ground. 

VI. 

This aged, sickly, sapless Thorn, 
hidi must, alas ! no longer stand^ 

Behold the cruel Deau jii scum 
Cut dowu with sacrilegious hand. 

VII. 

Dame Nature, when she saw the blow, 
Astonish’d, ga\e a dreadful shriek, 

And Motht r I'ellus trembled so, 

She scarce recover'd in a week, 

VIIL 

The sylvan pow'rs, wi^ fear perplex’d, 

In prudence and compassion sent, 

(For none could tell whose turn was next,) 

Sad omens of the direevent. 

i" 

* Dmmmond of H«irtlioiiiden» Ml Hr WtQIan AkanlM 
tedM&fMO^ botli friMds lo Hr AidUtall, sf) 
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*rhe magpie, lighting on the stock. 
Stood chattVing with incessant din, 
And with her beak gave many a knock. 
To rouse and warn the nymph within. 

X. 

The owl foresaw, in pensive jnood. 

The ruin of her ancient sHat, 

And fled in haste vi'ith all her brood 
To seek a more secure retreat. 


XI. 

I^st trotted forth the gentle swine, 

To ease licr itch against the stump, 
And dismally was heard to whine. 

All as she scrubbed her measly ramp. 

XII. 

Tlie nymph who dwells in every tree, 
(If all be true that poets chant,) 
CondemnM by Fate’s supreme decree. 
Must die with her expiring plant. 

XIII. 

Thus when tiic gentle Spina found 
liie Tiiorn committed ^ to her care 
Receiv’d its last and deadly wonndy 
She fled, and vanish’d into air« 



ON CUTtINO DOWN AN OLD THOBN. 

XIV. 

But from the root a dismal p-oan 
First issuing struck the murd’rer’s ears, 
And in a shrill revengeful tone 
This prophecy he trembling hears : 

XV. 

* Thou chief contriver of my fail, • 

* Relentless Dean ! to mischief lK)rn, 

< My kindred oft’ diiae hide shall gall, 

* Tliy gown and cassock oft’ be tom. 

XML 

* And thy confed’rate dame, who brags 

* Tliat she condemn’d me to the fire, 

* Shall rend her petticoats to rags, 

* And wound her legs with ev’ry brier. 

XVII. 

* Nor thou, Lord Arthur, slialt escape; 

* To thee I often caH’d in vain 

* Against that assassin in crape^ 

* Yet thou couldst tamely see me shun. 

xvra. 

* Nor when I felt the dreadful blow, 

‘ Or chid the Dean, or pinch’d thy spouse] 

* Since you could see me treated so, 

< (An Qld retainer to your bouaa) 


lor 
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XIX. 

* May that fell Deaa, by wTiose command 

* Was form'd this MacbjVrlian plot, 

‘ Not leax’e a thistle on ihy land ; 

* Then, who \viU own thee for a Scot ? 

XX. 

* Pigs and fanatics, cows and Teagues, 

* Thro' all thy empire I foresie, 

* To tear thy hedges join 'fef Laagu^s, 

* Sworn to revenge my Thom and me. 

XXI. 

* And thou, the wretch oidain'd by Fate, 

* Neal Gahagan, Hibernian clown, 

* With hatchet blunter than thy pate, 

* To back my hallow'd timber down^ 

XXII. 

‘ When thou, suspended high in air, 

* D/st on a more ignoble tree, 

^ (F<n: thou shak steal thy landlord's mare,) 
f Then, bloody caitiff! think on me.' 
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THE 

JOURNAL OF A MODERN LADY. 

1728. 

I i wcis a most unfriendly part 
111 you, who ought to know my hearty 
So well aoquainted^with my zeal 
I or all the female common-weal ■—« 

How could It come loito your imnd i5 

To pitch on ine, of all matikiDd, 

Against the sex to write a satire, 

And brand me for a woman-hater ? 

On me, who think, them all so fair, 

Tl^ey rival \ enus to a hair, iO 

Their virtues never ceas’d to ling, 
bailee first L learn’^ to tune a string? 

MethinLs, 1 hear Ifhe ladies cry, 

Will he his character behe ? 

Must never out misfortunes end ? 15 

And liave w^ lost our only fnend ? 

Ah ' lovely nymphs* remove your fean^ 

No more let faU these precious tears ; 

Sooner sliall 

[Here several verses are omiited,] 

The hound be tUinted by the hare, 

Than 1 turn rebel to the fiur. 

Twas you engaged me first to write, 

Hien gave the subject out of spite. 
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Tile Journal of a Moilern Dame 
If, by my promise, what you claim. 

My word is past ; I must submit ; 

And yet, perliaps, you may be bit. 

I l^ut transcribe ; for not a line 
Of Hi the satire sliall be mme. 

Comp&ll’d by you to tag in rhymes. 

The common bl.uiders of the times; 

Of modem tunes , the your^s^ ^ 

And me my inuoctiice secHres. 

Unwilling Muse! begin tl^lay. 

The Annals of a Female &y. 

By Nature turn^ to play the rake srell, 
(As we shall show you in tiie sequel,) 

The modern dame is wak’d by noon, 

(Some authors say not quite so soon,) 
^cause, tho’ sore against her will. 

She sat ^1 nqebt up at quailnlle. 

She stretenes, gapes, unglues her eyes, 

And asks if it be tune to nse ? 

Of headache and the spleen complains. 

And then, to cool her heated brains^ 

Her nightgo\yn and tier sfippers brought her, 
Takes a large dram of citrqqi^ water : 

Then to her gla^s; and, * Betty, pray 

* Don’t I look fi^ghtfully to-day ^ 

* But was It notTQnibui^dcd han^ 

* Well, if I ever touph a cqrd ! 

* Four mattadores» and luse coddle ! 

* Depend upont 1 never wiU. 
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< But run to Tom, and bid him fix 

‘ The ladies here tcMiight by six/ 5$ 

Madam, the goldsmith waits below ; 

** He says his baseness is to know 
“ If you’ll redeem the silver cup 
“ He keeps in pawn?^— ' Why, show him up/ 

“ Your d^e^sulg plate he’ll be content * 00 

** To Cake for int’rest cent, per cent. 

“ And, Madpm, there’s my Lady Spade 
** Hath seira this letter by her maid.” 

* Well, I remember what she won; 

* And hath she sent to soon to dun? ^5 

* Here, carry down those ten pistoles 

< My husband left so pay fgr coals : 

* I thank Hiiy stars they alt are lij^t, 

* And I may have revei^ to-night/ 

Now loitViiig o’er Iter tea aud fifeam, 70 

She enters on her nsnal theme. 

Her la'st night’s iU success repeats, 

Calls Lady Spade a*iiund|cd cheats : 

* She slipi Sp^diUo in her breast, 

^ Then tbouij|it to turn it to a jest: 79 

' Tliere’s Mrs. Cut aud she combine, 

‘ And to each ocher |i%e the sign.’ 

Thro* ev’ry game puisnes her tale, 

L&e hunters o’er their evening-ale. 

^ Now to another sceotaive place, iO 

EiAer the folks ninth silkdWd lace ; 

Fresh matter for a world of chat ; 

Right ladisn this, right Mechlin that. 
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_(Ssrrvc tins pattern; thrre^s a stuff! 

‘ 1 can have customers enough. 

^ Dear Madam! you thrown sr> Imid 
' This lacc is worth twcht* pounds a-yard, 

* Madam, if there be Irutli ni man, 

‘ I never sold &t> clu a]» a fan.* 

Tliis bus’ness »)f importance o’er. 

And Madam almost dressM by four, 

The footman, in his usual phrase. 

Comes up vMth, ‘ Madff^i, dinner stay.s.’ 
She answers m her usual style, 

* The cook must keep it back a while : 

‘ I never can have time to dress; 

‘ No woman breathing takes up less : 

‘ I^m hurried so it makes me sick ; 

* 1 wish the dinner at Old Nick.* 

At table novr she acts her part. 

Has all tlic diuner-eant by heart. 

* I thought wc were to dmc alone, 

* My Dear! foiTsurc if 1 had known 

‘ The- company would come to-day— 

* But really 'tis my spouse’s way ; 

* He’s so unkind he never sends 

‘ To tell when he invites hiu friends. 

‘ I wish you may but have enough.’ 

And while with all this paltry stuff 
She sits tormenting cv’ry guest, 

Nor gives her tongue one moment’s rest. 
In phrases batter’d, stale, and trite, 

Which modern ladies call polite. 
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You see the booby husband sit 
In admiration at her wit» 115 

But let me now a while survey 
Our Madam o'er her ev’ning tea, 

Surrounded with her noisy clans 
Of prudes, coquettes, and harridans ; 

When, frighted at the clam'rous crew, 120 
Away the god of Silence flew, 

And fair Discretion left the place, 

And Modesty, with blushing face* 

Now enters overweening Pride, 

And Scandal, ever gaping wide, 125 

Hypocrisy with frown severe. 

Scurrility with gibing air. 

Rude Laughter, seeming like to burst. 

And Malice, always judging worst. 

And Vanity, with pod^et-glass, ISO 

And Impudence, with front of brass. 

And study 'd Affectation came, 

Each limb and feature out of frame. 

While Ignorance, with brain of lead. 

Flew hearing o'er each female hea^ 185 

Why should I ask of thee, my Muse ! 

An hundred tongues, as poets use, 

When, to give ev'iy dame her due. 

An hundred thodkaud.were too few ? 

Or how should I, alas! relale 140 

The sum of all their senaelem prate, 

Their innuendos, hints, and alimders, 

Their meanings lewd kdA double enModiii^ 
SWIFT. VOL. II. I 
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Now comes the general sonnckl-charge, 

Whet some invent tlie rest enlarge ; 145 

And, ' Madam, if it be a lie, 

* You have the tale as cheap as 1 : 

* I must conceal my author’s name, ^ 

* But now ’tis known to common fame/ 

Say, foolish females ! bold and blind, 150 
Say hy what fatal turn of mind 
Arc yon on vices most sevQue 
Wherein yourselves have greatest sharei 
Thus ev’ry fool herself deludes, 

Tile prude condemns the absent prudes : 155 

Mopsa, who stinks her spouse to death. 

Accuses Chloe’s takited breath ; 

Hercina, rank with sweat, presumes 
To censure Phillis for perfumes; 

While crooked Cynthia sneering says 160 

That Florimel wears iron stays : 

Chloe, ofev’r) coxcomb jealous, 

Admires how girls can talk mith fellows. 

And, full of indignation, frets 

Tliat i^mcn ^uld be such caquettes : IGS 

Iris for scandal most notorious, 

Cries, Lord ! the world is so censorious 1 
And Rofa, with her combs of lead, 

Whispers that Sapplafi-hair is red : 

Amm, whose tongue ^ hear m mile bencr, fTO 
Talks half a day in praiae of ailence ; 

And Sylvia, full of inward goU^ 

Calls jiiniai an anaat jit. 
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Now voices over vmoea rise. 

While each to be the loudest vies; 275 

They contradict, affirm, diopute, 

No single tongue one moment mute : 

All mad to speak, and none to liearkeai^ 

They set the very lap-dog barking: 

Then- chiict’ring makes a buder dm ISO 

Thun hshwives o’er a cup of gin; 

Not schoolboys at a barnng out 
Rais’d ever such incessant rout; 

The jumbliug particles of matter 
lii chaos made not sock a clatter; 

Far less the rabble rottf and rail. 

When drunk with sour electionnsle. 

Nor do they truat dieir tongue alone, 

Bui speak a language of their own ; ' 

Can read a nod, a siirug, a look, jgo 

Far better than a printed book ; 

Coiivcjy a libd III a frown. 

And walk a i eputacion down ; 

Or by the tossing of a ffiar 
i>escribe the lady and tlte man. ||^ 

But see, fi.c fuinab club disband#, 

F.ach twenty viaiti on Imr hand:).' 

Now all alone poor Madam sits 
In vapours and fayateric hcs. 

* And u us not rom tins mornbg sout > 00 g 

* Fd lay luy life he never ivaiit. 

* Past siK, and iiota living soul ! 

^ 1 might by this have won a vokR* 

1 . U 
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A dreadful interval of spleen ! 

How shall we pass the time between ? 305 

‘ Here, Betty, let me take, my drops ; 

‘ And feel my pulse ; I know it stops. 

‘ This head of mine, Lord ! liow it swims ! 

* And such a pain in all my limb's !’ 

" Dear Madam ! tiy to take a nap/’ 310 

But now they hear a footman's rap. 

* Go, run, and light the la^es up, 

‘ It must be one before wc sup/ 

The table, cards, and counters set. 

And all the gamester-ladies met, 315 

Her spleen and fits recover’d quite, 

Oi r Madam can sit up all night. 

‘ Whoever comes I’m not widiin.’-— 
Quadrille's the word, and so begin. 

How can the Muse her aid impart, S20 

UnskillM in all the terms of art ? 

Or in harmonious numbers put 
The deal, the shufiBe, and the cut? 

Hie superstitious whims relate, 

That fill a female gamester’s pate ? 235 

What agony of soul she feels 
To see a knai’e's inverted heels? 

She draws up card by card to find 
Good Fortune peeping from behind; 

With panting heart and earnest cyes» S30 

In hope to see Spadillo rise : 

In vain, alas ! her hope is fed ; 

She draws an aee, and sees it red. 
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In ready counters Quiver pays, 

Bui pawns her snuff-box, (inga, and key%; $Si$ 
Ever w ith some new fancy struck. 

Tries twenty charms to mend her luck. 

* 'I'his morning, when the parson cainn» 

* I I sliould not win a game. 

‘ Tills odious chair, how came 1 stuck in ’t? 940 
' I tliink I never had good luck in 't. 

' I’m so uneasy in my stays, 

‘ Your fiiu a moment, if you please. 

' Stand further. Girl! or get you gone; 

' 1 always lose w'lieu you look on/ S45 

Lord, INladam ! you havo lostcodille; 

** I never saw \ou play so ilh’^ 

* Nay, Madam ! give lue to say 

* ’Twas you that threw the game away; 

* When Lady Tricksey play’d a four, 25Q 

* You took It with a matta^e ; 

* I saw you toucii your wedding ring 

* Before my Lady call'd a King; 

* You spoke a word began with H, 

^ < And I know whom you meont to teacl^ 

* Because you held t^ King of Hearts ; 

* Fy, Madam ! leave these little arts/ 

That’s not so bpd as one that rubs 

<< Her chair to call the King of Clubs, 

** And makes her partner imderstaad 900 

** A mattadore it in hdr hand.’^ 
f dVIadam! you have no cause to flounce^ 

* ^swear I saw you thrice renoonec.^ 

1.3 
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/^And tnilyi Madam, I know when, 

Instead of five you scored me ten. 265 

Spadillo here has got a mark, 

“ A child may know it in the dark : 

t guess the hand ; it seldom fails ; 

" I wish some folks w'ouid pare their nails/' 
While thus they rail, and scold, and storm, 270 
It passes but for common form. 

And conscious that they 4ll> speak true. 

They give each other but their due ; 

It never interrupts the gnme. 

Or makes them sensible of shame. * 275 

The time, too precious now to waste, 

And supper gobbled up in haste. 

Again afresh to card»tiiey run, 

As if they had but just begun. 

But I shall not again repeat 280 

How oft they squabble, snarl, and cheat. 

At last they hear the watchman knock, 

‘ A frosty morn past four o'clock.' 

The chairmen are not to be found ; 

« Come let us play the other round.* 285, 

Now all in haste they huddle on 
Their hoods and cloaks, and get them gone ; 

But first the winner must invite 
The company to-morrow night. 

Unlucky Madam, left in tears, 290 

(Who now again Quadrille forswears,) 

With empty ^urse and eching head 
Steals to her sleeping spouse to bed. 


29S 
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A PASTORAL DIALOGUE. 

Written in the year 1728. 

DERMOT, SHEELAH. 

A NYMPH and swain, Sheelah and Dermot bight, 
Who wont to weed the court of Gosford Kuight®, 
While each w'lth stubbed knife remov’d the roots 
That rais’d between the stones their daily shoots, 
As nt their work tliey sat in counter view, 

With mutual beauty smit, thoir passion grew; 
Sing, heav’nly Muse ! in swectly-floiting strain, • 
The soft eudearments of tlic nymph and swain. ' 
DER. My love to Sheelah is more firmly fixt 
Than strongest weeds tliat gpow these stones be- 
twixt : 

My spud these nettles from the stones cun port, 
No knife so4tcen to weed thee from my heart. 

SHEE. My love for gentle Dermot faster grows 
Than yon* tall dock that r,i^ to thy nose ; 

Cut down the dock 'twill sprout ^ain; but, O! 
Love rooted out, again will never grow. 

DER. No more that brier thy tender legs shall rake; 
(I spare the thistle fpr Sir Arthur’s! sake;) 

Sharp are the stones ; take thou this rushy mat; 
Tlie liardest bum will bruise with uttiog squat, 

« Sir Artlnir Adtewm, whoM gickt pwd&tber wu Sir iicbU 
bold, of Gotfoid, in 
t WhouagRMloirci’drfeeclRai; 
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sHFE. Thy breechcft torn beliind stand gaping 
Tills petticoat shall save thy dear backside', [wide; 
Nor need I blush altho^ you feci it wet; 

Dermot, I vow ’tis nothing else but sweat. 

DER. At an old stubl9>rri root I chanc’d to tug, 
'When the Dean threw me this tobacco plug ; 

A longer ha’p’orth never did I see ; 

This, dearest Siieelah ! thou shall share witli me. 

SUEE. In at the pantry door this morn I slipt, 
And iiruni the shelf a charming crust I whipt ; 
Dennis* was out, and I got hither safe; 

And ihoU, my Dear ! sliait have the bigger half. 

DER. When you saw Tady at long bullets play, 
You sat and lous’d him dl the sunshine day. 

How could you, Sheelah, listen to his talcs, 

Or crack such lice as his between your nails? 

SB 1 E. When you withOonahstood behind a ditch, 
I peep'd, and saw you kiss the dirty bitch. 
Dermot, how could you touch those na^ty sluts ! 

I almost wish this spud were in your guts. 

DER. If Oonah once I kiss’d, forbear to chide; 
Her aunt’s my gossip by ny lather’s side ; 

But if I ever touch her Ups again^ 

May I be doom’d for life to weed in raikl ! [held 
SHEE. Dermot, 1 swear'tho’ Tody's look# cduld 
Ten thousand lice, and ev’ry loose wae goM, 

Hbb on my lap you never more ihooM see, 

Or may 1 lose my weedmg kiufo«»^adj|iee 


• SiMiqwrstteiw. 
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DER. Oh! could I earn for thee, my lovely lass ! 
A pair of brogues to bear thee dry to mass : * 

But see where Norah with the sowins coines-* 
Then let us riso, and rest our weary bums. 


A DIALOGUE 

BETWEEN MAD MULLXNIX AND TIMOTUl^ 
17S8. 
iruL. 

I OWN *tis not my brand and butter : 

But, pry’thcc, Tim, why all this clutter f 
Why ever in these raging fits, 

Damning to hell the Jacobites? 

When, if you search the kingdom round, 5 

There’s hardly twenty to be found ; 

No, not among the priests and friars— 

1IM. ’Twixtyou and me, G— d damn the liars. 
MUL. The Tories are gone ev’tyman over 
To our illustrious House of Hanover; 10 

From all their conduct this is plain ; 

And then 

TIM. G — d damn the liars again. 

Did not an earl but lately vote 
To bring in (I could cut hb throat) 

Our whole accounts of public debts ? 15 

MUL. Lord! how this firoth7COiooi|ibfirel8![Asi5e. 
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'iM. Did not an aUc fitatesman*bishop 
is dangVous horrid motion dish-up 
As Popish craft? Did he not rail on’t? 

Shew fire and faggot in the tail oii't ? 90 

Proving the earl a gi4nd ofTendcr, 

And ill a plot for the Pretender ; 

Whose fleet, ^tis all our friends' opinion, 

Was then embarking at Avignon? . S4 

Mul. These branoling jars of Whig and Tory 
AJiftBtalc, and worn as Troy-town story. 

The wrong, 'tis certain, you were both in, 

And now you find you fought for nothing. 

Your faction, when their game was new, 

Might want such noisy fouls as you ; SO* 

But you, when all the show is past, 

Resolve to stand it out at last ; 

Like Martin Marail, gaping on. 

Nor minding when the song it done. 

When ail the bees are gone to settle, 

You clatter still your brazen kettle. 

The leaders whom you listed under 
llavedropt their arms and seit’d the plandor; 

And when the war is past, you come 
To rattle in, then* ears your drum : 40 

And as that hateful hideous Grecian 
Tiierbites (he waayowr relation) 

Was more abhoiT'’d and scorn'd by tfaoM 
With whom he serv’d than by his foes; 

So thou art grown the detestatio»i. 4 (,f 4^ 

Of nil thy party thro' ths nnufui. 
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i'hv uh and perpetual teasing 
\V itii plots, and Jacobites, and treason: 

1 iiy busy never-meaning face, 

Thy scrcw'd-up front, thy state-grimace. 
Thy formal nods, important sneers, 

I'hy vrhisp’rings foisted in all ears ; 
(Which are, whatever you may tJiiiik, 
But nonsense wrapt up in a stink,) 

Have made thy presence, in a true sense, 
To thy own side so damn’d a nuisance, 
That when they have you in their eye. 

As if the devil drove they fly. 

Tim. My good friend MulUnia, forbear 
I TOW to G — you’re too severe : 

If It could ever yet be known 
T took advice except my own, 

It should be yours ; but, d — n my blood, 

I must pursue the public good. 

The faction (is it not notorious P) 

Keck at the memory mf glorious : 

Tis true, nor need I to be told 
^ quondam inends are grown to cold. 
That scarce a creature can be found 
To prance with me ids statue roniui. 
llie public safety, I foresee. 

Henceforth depends alone on me, 

Anri while tliis vital breath 1 hlow^ 

Or from above or from below, 

111 sputter, swagger, curse, and rui^ 

The Tories’ terror, fceeifi^ aedieil* 
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Mt’t,. Tim ! you mistake the matter quite; 

Tlic Tones — you are their delight ; 

And should you act a dilTrent part, 

He grave and wise, Twriuld break their heart. 80 
^Vhy, Tim ! you hiTtP a taste, I know, 

And often see a puppet-sliow: 

Observe, tlie audienre is in pain 
Wlnle Punch is hid behind the scene; 

But v\ hen they hear his rusty voice, 85 

With what impatience they rejoice ! 

And then they value not two straws 
}low bolonion decides the cause; 

Which the true mother, which pretender, 

Nor listen to the witch of Endor. 00 

Should Faustus, with the devil behind him. 

Enter the stage, they never mind him : 

If Punch, to spur their fancy, shows 
In at tlic door Ins monstrous nose, 

TJien sudden draws it back again, 05 

O what n pleasure mix’d with pain ! 

You e\Vy moment think an age 
Till he appears upon the stage : 

And first his hum you see him clap 

Upon the Queen of Sheba’s lap: 100 

The Duke of Lorrnin drew h s sword. 

Punch roaring run, and running roar’d; 

Revil’d all people in his jargon, 

And sold the King of S^n a bargain : 

Si. George himself he plays the wag on, 105 
And mounts astride upon the Dmgoae 
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Ife ^ets K thousand thumps and kicks, 

Yet cannot leave his roguish ti'icks; 

In every action thrusts his nose, 

'Hie reason why no mortal knows; HQ 

In doleful scenes that break our heart, 

Punch comes, like you, and lets a f — t : 

There’s not a puppet innd«^ of wood 
But what would iiniic; him if they could ; 

While, teasing all, by all he’s teas’d, 1 1 5 

How well are tlie sjjectators pleas’d ! 

Who in tlic motion have no shore, 

But purely eome to licnr and store ; 

Have no coueem for Sahru’s sake, 

Which gets die better, saint or sualkC, 120 

Provided Punch (for there's the jest) 

Be soundly maul’d, and plague the rest. 

Thus, Tun ! philosophci's suppose. 

The work! consists of puppet ‘shows; 

Where petul.inc conceited fellows 125 

Perfonii the part of Pimchinelloes : 

So at this horith, -which wc call Dublin, 

Tim ! thnu’rt the Punch to stir up trouble in ; 

You wTiggle, fid^e, and make a rout, 

Ihit all your brother-puppets out, 130 

Run on in a perpctuid round. 

To tease, perplex, disturb, confound ; 

Intrude with uujni.cy grin and clatter 
To intemipt uU serious matter ; 

Ajre grown the nuisance of your clan, 

Who bate and scorn you to a man: 

u 
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But then the lookers-on, \he Tories, 

You still divert with merry stories ; 

They would consent that all the crew 
Were hang'd before they'd part with you. 140 
But tell me Tim l^pon the spot, 

By all this coil what hast thou got? 

If Tories must have all the sport, 

1 fear you’d be disgrac'd at court. 

Tim. Got? D— my blood, I frank my letters, 
Walk to my place before my betters j 146 

And, simple as 1 now stand here, 

Expect in time to be a pee r — — 

Got ? D— — nie, why, I got my will ! 

Ne'er hold my peace, and ne’er stand still : 

I f— — t with twenty ladies by; 

They call me beast; and what care I? 

1 bravely call the l ories Jacks, 

And sons of whores — behind their backs: 

But could you bring me once to think 

That, when I strut, and stare, and stink. , 

Revile and slander, fume and'storm, 

Betray, make oath, impeach, inform, 

With such a constant loyal zeal 

To serve myself and commonweal ; lOl* 

And fret the Tories’ souls to death, 

I did but lose my precious breath ; 

And when I daitiu my soul to plague 'em, 

Am, as you tell me, but their Mavgame ; 
Consume my vitals ! they should know l<i j 
I am not to be treated so; 
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I'd rather hang myself by Iialf, ' 

Than give tliose rascals cause to laugh. 

But how, my friend ! can I endure, 

Once so renown’d, to live obscure? 170 

No little boys and girls to cry, 

“ There’s nimble Tim a-paasing by?” 

No more rny dear delightful way tread 
Of keeping up a party-hatred ? 

Will none the Tory dogs pursue, 17^ 

When thro’ the streets I cry Hallo ? 

Must all my d mce's, bloods, and wounds, 

Pass only now for empty sounds? 

Sliall Tory rascals be elected, 

Altho’ I suear them disaffected ? 180 

And when I roar, A plot, a plot !” 

M'ili our own party mind me not? 

So qualify’d to swear and lie. 

Will tliey not tiiist me for a spy? 

Dear l^Iullinix ! your good advice 185 

I beg: you see the case » nic6 : 

O! were I equal in renown. 

Like thee to please this thankless town; 

Or biess’d with such engaging parts, 

To win the truant schoolboys’ hearts! 190 

Tliy virtues meet their just reward, 

Attended by tlie satde guard : 

('liarm’d by lliy voice, tlie 'prentii^ (fro|» 

The snowball descio'd mt thy chops: 

Tl^ graceful steps, and col Ws air. 

Allure die cindcr-pieking fair. 

sf 2 
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Mitl. Nu 0101 * 0 — in mark of true a&ecticni, 

] take tlioc under my protcciion ; 

Thy parts are jfoud, ’tis not deiiy'd; 

J wish they lind hceu ueJl apply *d. 200 

Blit now observe in||i:ouiiscl (vui.) 

Adapt your habit to your pint; 

You must no longer thus equip yo. 

As Tlornro says, optat ephippia ; 

(Therc*s Laiui too, that you may see 205 

How much improv'd by Doctor — 

I liavc a coat at home that you may try; 

’Tis just like this, which hangs by geometry: 

My hat has much the nicer air: 

Your block will fit it to a hair : 210 

That w iff, I would not for tlic world 
Have it so formal and so curl’d; 

* I will be so oily and so sleek, 

Wlien I have lain in it a week, 

You'll hnd it well prepar'd to take 215 

The figure of toupee or snake. 

Thus dress'd alike from top to toe. 

That which is which, 'tis hard to know ; 

When first in public we appear, 

I’ll lead tlie van, keep you the rear: 220 

Be careful, as you walk behind. 

Use all the talents of your mind; 

Be studious well to imitate 
My portly motion, mien and gait; 

Maik my address, and learn my style. 

When to look scomfiil, when to smile^ 
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Xot sputter out your oaths so fab^ 

But keep your swearing to the last: 

Ihcn at our leisure we’ll be witty^ 

Aud in the streets divert the city; 830 

The ladies from the windows gaping, 

The cliilclmi all our motions apeing. 

Your coiivci-satiun to refine, 

I'll take you to some friends of mine, 

Choice spirits ! who employ their parts 935 

To mend the w orld by useful arts ; 

Some cleansing hollow tubes, to spy 
Direct, the zenith of the Sky : 

Some have the eny in their care, 

Fnmi noxious steams to purge the air : 940 

Some teach us, in these dangerous days, 

How to walk upright in our ways ; 

Some, whose rcfoiraing hands engage 
To lash the iewdness of tlie age; 

Some for the public service go 945 

Perpetual envoys to and fn>, 

Whose able he^s support the weight 
Ot twenty ministers of state. 

Wc scorn, for want of talk, to jabber 
Of parties o'er our bonny-clabber ; 950 

Nor are wc studious to mquire 
Who votes for manors, who for hire: 

Our care is to improve the mind 
With what concerns all hunuin-Aind: 

The various scenes of mortal life. 

Who bents her husband, who his wife ; 

M S 
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Or how Uic buUy at a stroke 
KiiockM down the boy, the lantern broke. 
One tells the rise of cheese and oat-meal, « 
Another ^hen he got a hot meal ; 

One gives advice iir^ovcrbs old, 

Iiistructis us how to tame a scold ; 

Otic shews how bravely Audouin dy*d 
And at the gallovvs ull deny*d; 

Or how by almanacks *tis clear 
That herrings will be cheap this year. 

Tim. DearMulhmx! I now lament 
My precious time so long mispent. 

By nature meant for nobler end*^ : 

0 introduce me to your fi lends! 

For whom by. birth I was design’d, 
liU politics debas’d my mind: 

1 give myself entire to you: 

C — d d— n the Whigs and Tories too. 
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ON 

THE FIVE LADIES AT SOT’S HOLE^, 
Wri’H THE DOCTORf At THEIR HEAD. 

N. B. The Ladies treated the Doctor. 


SEM AS I ROM AN OFFICER OF THE AR^IY. 

1728. 


I. 

Fair Ladies I number Five, 
Who m your in^'iry freaks 
With little Tom contrive 
To feast on ale and steaks : 


11 . 

While he sits by a-f;rinning. 

To sec you safe in Sot’s Hole, 

Set lip with greasy linen. 

And neither nor pots whole. 

in. 

Alas ! I never thought 
A priest would please your palate ; 
Besides I’ll hold a groat 
He’ll put you in a ballad: 

« Aa dehoaie in Dublia CuBogi lor WecF.stnk«. 
t Dr. Ttaonai SherMu. 
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rv. 

•Where I shall see your faces 
On paper daub’d to foul. 
They’ll be no ni#rc like Graces 
Than Venus like an owl : 

V. 

And we shall take you rather 
To be a midnight-pack 
Of witches met together. 

With Beelzebub in black, 

VL 

It hlls my heart with woe 
To think such ladies fine. 
Should be reduc’d so low 
To treat a dull divine. 


VII. 

Be by a parson cheated ! 

Had you been cuoning stagers^ 
You might yourselves be treated 
By captains and bj majors, 

vni. 

See how corruption grows. 

While modiers, daughters, aunls. 
Instead of powd^d beaus. 

From pulpits choose gaUanls, 
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IX. 

If wc, who wear our wics 
With faii-lail and with snake, 

Arc bubbled tlius by 

Z— ds! who would be a rake? 

X. 

Had I heart to fic;ht, 

I’d knock the Doctor down; 

Or could I read or write, 

I’gad rd wear a gown. 

XI. 

Tlien leave him to his birch% 
And at the Rose on Sunday, 

Tlic parson safe at church, 

I’ll treat you with Burgundy. 


THE FIVE LADIES’ ANSWER 

TO THE BLAU WITH THE WIC AMD WINGS AT U15 
H£AI», 

I. 

You little scribbling Beau, 

What demon made you write? 

Because to write you know 
As much as you can 

• He knit m kIioqI* 
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II. 

For compliment so scurvy 
1 wish we had you here. 

We'd turn you^HCipsyturvy 
Into a mug of beer. 

III. 

You thought to make a farce oa 
The man and place we chose; 

We*re sure a single parson 
Is worth a hundred beaus. 

IV. 

And you would make us Taasah^ 
Good Mr. Wig and Wu^ 

To Silver clocks and tasseia; 

You would, you Thing of things? 

V. 

Because around your case 
A round of diamonds is ael^ 

And you, in some bye-lane. 

Have gam’d a paltry Griaelte: 

VI. 

Shall we, of sense refined. 

Your iriiUugnooaeiise hear. 

As noisy os tlie wsad. 

As empty as the akf 



vn. 

We hete your empty prattle^ 

And vow and swear ’ds true, 
Tbere*s more in one child's rattle 
Than twenty fops like you. 


THE BEAUTS REPLY 

TO TBS FITE LADIEsT ANSWER. 

I. 

JV HY, how now, dapper Black, 

I smell your gown and cassoc 
As strong upon your back 
As Tisdoll smells of a sock. 


U. 

To write such scurvy stuff! 

Fine ladies never do^t; 

I know you well enough. 

And eke your ciorok foot. 

in. 

Fine ladies, when they write, 
Nor scold nor keep a splutter; 
Hieir verses give delimit. 

As soft and sweet as batter. 
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IV. 


But Siitan never saw 
Such liRKgard lines ns these; 
They stick ath^v<\)t tny maw, 
\s had ns S%ulk cheese. 


A DIALOGUE 

BFFWr.lN AN IMINEM LAWILEL AND DE. 8WI1T, 
D. S. 1*. D. 

Bthi^ an allusion to the Jtrst Satire of the second Book 
of Hoi'Mi.^Sunt quibus tn Sutj/'ia, ^c. 

1728. 

Dll. SWIFT. 

Since there arc persons who complaiii 
There’s too mudi satire in my vein. 

That I am often found exceeding 
Tlic rules of raillery utid breeding, 

With too much freedom treat iny betters. 

Not sparing even men of iettcra ; 

You, who are skill’d in lawyers’ lore, 

'What's your advice? shall I give o’er, 

Nor ever fools or knnvcs expose 
Either in verse or hum'rous prose, 

And, to avoid all future ill, 

In my scrutoire lock up luy quill ^ 



A DIALOCUB) &Cr 


157 


LAWYER. 

Since you are to comlcbccud 

To ask the judgment of a friend, 

Your ease consider'd, I must tliink 
You should nithdi-aw from pen and ink, 
Forbear your poetry and jukes, 

And live like other Christian folks; 

Oi\ if the IVIuses must inspire 
Your fancy with their pleasing fire, 

1 ake subject safer for your wit 
Than those on which you lately writ ; 
Cuinmcud the tiinea, your thoughts correct, 
And follow the prevailing sect ; 

Assert that 11} dc, in writing story, 

Sliews all tlie malice of a Tory; 

While Burnet, in his deathless page, 
Discovers freedom without rage: 

To W'oolston recommend our youth. 

For leurning, probity, and truth ; 

That noble genius ! who unbinds 
The chums wdiich fetter free-born minds; 
Redeems us from the slavish fears 
Which lusted near two tlibusaud years; 
lie can alone the pnestliood humble. 

Make gilded spires and altars tumble. 

DR. SWIFT. 

Must I cfHnmend against my conscience 
Such stupid blasphem} and uonsciise^ 
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To such a subject tune luy lyre. 

And sing like one of Milton’s choir. 

Where devils to a vale retreat, 

And call the laws of wisdom Fate ; 

Lament upon theii^apless fall. 

That force free virtue s)iould enthral ? 

Or, shall the charms of wealth and power 
Make me polute the Muse’s bower? 

LAWYEK, 

As from the tripod of Apollo, 

Hear from my desk the words that follow: 
Some, by philosophers misled, 

Must honor you alive or dead ; 

AiMisudi as know what Greece hath writ. 
Must taste your irony and wit ; 

Whilst most that are, or would be great. 
Must dread your pen, your person hate; 
And you on DrapierS-Hill must lie, 

And there without a mitre die. 
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MY lady's* 

LAMENTATION AND COMPLAtNT 

AGAINST THE DEAN. 

Written July US, 1728, 

Sure never did man see 
A wretch like poor Nancy, 

So teas'd day and night 
By a Dean and a Knight* 

To punish my sins 
Sir Arthur begins. 

And gives me a wipe 
Witli Skinny and ^ipef : 

Hje malice is plain. 

Hallooing the Dean. 

The Dean never stops 
When he opens his chops; 

I’m quite over-run 
With rebus and pun. 

Before he came here. 

To spuiige for good cheer, 

I sat witli delight 
From morning ti4 uiglit ; 

W ith two bony thumbs 
Could nib nsy own gums, 

• lady A ehw on, Sir Aatteur Asbeann. 

t Ibe l>caa lucd to osU twr by tlWM w — nr 
N 3 
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Or bcrutching my nose 
And .jogging my toes : 

But at present, forsootli, 

1 must not rub a tooth. 

When my ||U>ows he sees 
Held up by iiiy knees. 

My arms, like two props, 
Supporting my chops. 

And just as I handle 'em 
Moving all like a pendulum, 

He trips up my props, 

And down my chin drops 
From my head to my iieels ; 
Like a clock without wheels, 

] sink in the spleen 
An useless machine. 

If he had his will 
'I should never sit still: 

He comes with his whims, 

I must move iny limbs ; 

I cannot be sweet 
Without using my feet ; 

I'u lengthen my breath 
lie tires me to death. 

By the worst of all 'squires. 
Thro* bogs and thro’ briers. 
Where a cow would be startled, 
I’m in spite of my heart led ; 
And, say what I will. 

Haul’d up ev'ry hill. 



MY lady’s lamentation. 

dangl’d and tatter’d. 

My spirits quite shatter’d 
1 return home at night. 

And fast out of spite ; 

For I’d rather be dead 
Than it e’er should be said 
I was better for him 
In stomach or limb. 

But now to my diet ; 

No eating in quiet; 

He’s still iinditig fault. 

Too sour or too salt : 

The wing of a chick 
I hardly can pick, 

But rash without measure 
1 swallow with p4easure. 

Next, for his diversion. 

He raib at my person : 

What court-breeding this is ? 
He takes me to pieces: 

From shoulder to flank 
Fm lean and I’m'lank ; 

My nose, long and thin, 

Grows down to my dun ] 

My chin will not stay. 

But meets it half way; 

My fingers pnlia 
Are tea aooked tfickf « 

He swears my d— bowe 
Are two iron ciowe; 
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Or sharp pointed rocks. 

And wear out my smocks : 

To ’scape them Sir Arthur 
Is forc'd to he farther. 

Or his sides^^ey would gore 
like the tusks of a boar. 

Now, changins the scene. 
But stiU to the Dean : 

He loves to be bitter at 
A lady illiterate ; 

I f he sees her but once 
JIc’ll swear she’s a dunce; 

C an tell her, by looks, 

A hater of books : 

Thro’ each line of her face 
I Icr folly can trace. 

Which spoils ev’ry feature 
Bestow’d her by nature; 

But sense gives a grace 
To the homliest Xace ; 

Wise books and reflection 
Will mend the complexion. 
(A civil divine I 
I suppose meaning mine,) 

No lady who wants them 
Can ever be handsome. 

1 guess well enough 
What he means by this stuff : 
He haws and he bums. 

At last out he comes; 
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* Wliat, Madam ? no wa&ing, 
‘ No reading nor talking? 

‘ You’re now in your prime, 

' Make use of your time. 

‘ Consider, before 
‘ You come to ttireescore, 

‘ How the hussies w'ill fleer 

* Where’er you appear i 
‘ Tliai silly old puss 

* Would fain be like us ; 

* What £ figure she made 

* In her tarnish’d brocade f’ 

And then he grows mild; 

* Come, be a good child : 

* If you are inclin’d 

* To polish your mind, 

* Be ador’d by the men 

* Till threescore and ten, 

* And kill with the spleen 

* The jades of shiteen, 

* I’ll shew you the way 5 
’ Read six boon a-day : 

* The wits will frequent ye, 

* And think you but twenty.’ 

Thus was 1 drawn in. 

Forgive me my sin. 

At breakfast ask 
An account of my task. 

Put a word oat of joint, 

Or mim bpt q puiiit. 
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He rages and frets. 

His manners forgets ; 

And as I am serious 
Is very iimterious. 

No book4or delight 
Must come in my sight ; 

But instead of new plays 
Dull Bacon's Essays^ 

And pore ev*ry day cm 
That nasty Pantheon. 

If I be not a drudge 
Let all the world judge ; 
"Twere better be blind 
Than thus be confm’d. 

But while in an ill tone 
I murder poor Milton, 

The Dean, you will swear. 

Is at study or pray'r. 

He’s all the day saunt’ring. 
With labourem faaat’ning. 
Among his colleagues, 

A parcel of Teagues 
(Whom he briags in among 
And biibea with/ mnadungus). 
Hail, fellow, well met. 

All dirty and wet. 

Find out if you can 
Who’s master udm's man^ 
Who makes the best figure. 
The dean or the djggor^ 
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And which is the bc'St 
Ar cracking a jest. 

Ilow proudly hc«tidks 
or zigzags and walks ! 

And all rlic day raves 
Of cradles and caves ; 

And boasts of his fates, 

FIis grottoes and scats ; 
Shews all his gewgaws. 

And gapes for apptau«e. 

A line occupation 
For one in his station ! 

A hole where a rabbit 
Would scoT#^ inhabit. 
Dug out in an hour. 

He calls it a Bow*ef, 

But, oh ! how vr9 laugh 
To see a wild calf 
Come, driven by heat, 

And foul the green scat; 

Or run hrlier^icdter 
To his harbour for shelter, 
Wheiir all goes to ruin 
The Dean has been doing. 
The girls of the village 
Come flocking for {tillage. 
Pull down the flue brim 
And thorns to make fires { 
But yet are so kind 
To leate something behind : 
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No more need be said on’t, 

I smell when I tread on’t. 

Dear Friend ! Doctor Jenny, 
If I could but win ye. 

Or WalmJ^ or Whaley, 

To come hither daily. 

Since Fortune, my 
Will needs have it so. 

That l*m by her frowns 
Condemn’d to black gjowns : 

No ’squire to be found ^ 

The neighbourhood ronnd, 

(For, under the rosea 
X would rather choosf Ifkose,) 

If your wives will permit ye^ 
Come here out of pity 
To ease a poor lady. 

And beg her a play-day ; 

So may you be seen 
No more in the spleen ; 

May Walmaly pve wine, 
like a hearty divine ; 

May Whaley di^gjmce 
Di^ Daniel’s whey face; 

And may your three spouses 
Let you lie at friends’ hoosss. 
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PARODY 

ON A 

CHARACTER OF DEAN SMEDLEY*. 

WRITTEN IN LATIN BY HIMSELF. 

T^he very reve^nd Dean Smedley, 

Of dullneu^ pride, conceit, a medley, 

Was equally allow'd to aliine. 

As poet, scholar, and divine : 

With godliness could well dispense ; 

Would be a rake, but wanted tense ; 

Would strictly a^r Truth inquire, 

Because he dreaded to come nigh her. 

For Liberty no champion bolder. 

He hated bailiffs at his shoulder. 

To half the world a standing jest; 

A perfect nuiemnee to the rest s 
From many (and we may believe him) 

Had the best wishes they could give him. 

To all mankind a constant friend. 

Provided they had cosA to lend. 

One thing he did before he went hence. 

He left us a laconic sentence; 

By cutting of his phrase and t rimming, 

To prove that Bi^ps were old women. 

Poor Envy durst not rimw her pbh^ 

She was so terrihed at his. 

• Tlwariflml uiaCte*«8i)rptemCBtto8«rttk.** N. 
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He waded, without any shame. 

Through thick and thin to get a name, 
Tried every sharping trick for bread, 

And after all he seldom sped. 

When Fortune fMnir'd, he was nice ; 

He never once would cog the dice . 

But, if she turnM against his play, 

He knew to stop d. quatre trois. 

Now sound in mind, and sound in corpus^ 
(Says he) thci’ swelled like any porpoise. 
He heya from hence at forty-four 
( But bt/ his laii3t he sinks a score) 

To the Eavtrliidics, there to cheat. 

Till he can purchase an estate ; 

Where, after he has hU'd his ctot, 

He'll, mount his tub^ and preach his best. 
And plainly prove, by dint of text, 

Tliis world is his, and theirs the next. 
Lest that the render should not know 
The bank where lust he set his toe, 

*Twas Greenwich. Tiiere he t^ok a ship. 
And gave his creditors the slip. 

But lest chronology/ should vary. 

Upon the Ides of February ; 

In seventeeA hundred eight and twenty, 
To Fort 5^ Geoige a pedlar went he. 

Yc Fates, when all be gets is spent, 

HeTURN IXIM BECGAA AS ME WCNl ! 
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BOUlV RIMES. 

ON SIONOBA DOMITXLLA. 


Our school-maater may rave i' th' fit 
Of classic beauty hdcc et ilia. 

Not all liis birch inspires such wit 
As th' ogling beams of DomUilla. 

Let nobles toast, in bright champaigne^ 
Nymphs higher bom thao Domitilla ; 

1*11 drink her hefdth, again, again. 

In Berkeley’s tar^ or sars>panUa. 

At Good man VFields I’ve much admir’d 
The postures strange of Monsieur Brilla ; 
But whiat are they to the soft step, ^ 



Viigil has eterniz’d in song 

The dying footsteps of Camilla : 

Sure, as a prophet, he was wrong; 

He might have dreamt ofDomitSIl. 

Great Theodose condenttfl^dtowB 
For thinking iU of his^ntltta ; 

AikI detfoe take London, if some knight 
O' th* wed not DondtiUa ! 
swm. VOL* XX. • 
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Wheelir, Sir George, in travels wise. 

Gives us a medal of Qiantilla ; 

But, oh ! the enipr^ Km not ejres. 

Nor lips, nor ^cast, like Domitilla. 

Not all the wealth of plundered Italy, 

Pil’d on the mules of king At-tiia, 

Is worth one glove (I'll not tell a bit a lie) 

Or garter, snatch'd from Domitilla. 

Five years a nymph at certain handet, 
Y-cleped Harrow of the Hill, a- 
— bus'd much my heart, and was a damn’d let 
To verte — ^but now for DomitiUa. 

Dan Pope consigns Belit^a's watch 
To the fair Sylphid Momentilla, 

And thus I offer up my catch 
Tb th’'inOw-white hands of Domitilla. 


IIELTER SKELTER; 

OR, THE HUE AND CRY AFTER THE ATTORN IBS, 
Vw4tl THEIR RIDING THE CIRCUIT. 

T^ow the active attornies 
Briskly travel on Anrjournies, 

Looking bigas any giants, 

On the horses of their clients ; 
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l.ikc so many little Marses, 

With their tilters at theb a— 
firazcii-hilted, lat^ burnish’d; 

And with harness-buckles fusnisli’d, 
And with whip#Rnd spun so neat. 
And with jockey-coats complete, 

And with boots SO very greasy, 

And with saddles eke so easy; 

And with bridles fine and gay. 

Bridles borrow’d for a day; 

Bridles destin’d far to roan^ 

Ah ! never, never to come home. 

And witli hats so very big, Sir; 

And with powder’d ct^is And wig^ Sir; 
And with ruffles to be shown. 

Cambric ruffles not their own; 

And with Holland shirts to white. 
Shirts becoming to the sight, - 
Shirts be-wrought with difieioat 
As belonging to their betten; 

With their pretty tiotel’d boxes, 
Gotten from their dainty dojdes; 

And with rings so very trim. 

Lately taken outof lim — 

And with very little pence. 

And as very little sense; 

With some law, but little justice, 
Having stolen from my hnstsw^ 

From the barber and the cutler, 
like the soldier from the sutler; 

oS 
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710111 the vintner and the rayior. 

Like the felon from the jailer; 

Into this and t* other county, ^ 
living on the public bounty ; 
Thorough town afc thorough villa^. 
All to plunder, all to pillage ; 
Thorough mountain$, thorough vallics. 
Thorough stinking lanes and alleys ; 
Some to— -kiss with^larmers' spouses. 
And make merry in their houses ; 
Some to — tumble country wenches 
On their rushy-beds and beaches. 

And, if they begin a fray, 

Scaw ihcir swordSf and— run away ; 
All to murder equity. 

And to take a double fee ; 

TUI the people all are quiet. 

And forget to broil and riot : 
liow in pocket, cow'd in courage. 
Safely glad to sup their porridge ; 

And Vacation 's over — then. 

Hey, for l/mdon town again. 
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AN EPISTLE 

TO 

HIS EXCELLENCY JOHN LORD CARTBRIt. 

BT DR. DRLJtirT.— 1729. 

** Credit ob hoc, me, Pestor, ope» fortaiae rog,anb' 
** Propter quod, vuigu^, crasaaque ttuba rogaU** 

Mart. Epig. UkiiL 

HThdu wise and learned ruler of our isle, 

W hose guardian care can all tier griefs begjuikt; 
When next your generous soiri s]^ oondeioeii4 
T* instructor enbectau your humble friend; 
Whether, retiring from your weighs chargi^ 

On some high theme you icamedly enkige; 

Of all the ways of wisdom reason weii^ 

How Itichelieu rose, and bow Sejanus feU;. 

Or, when your brow less tbonghsfoUy unbends. 
Circled with Swift end some delighted firiendt; ‘ 
When, mixnig anrtkand wmApm with, your srine, 
IJke that your wit shall flow, your ^'eniussUne^f 
Nor with less pnii»e the oonvenetkinipiidf^ 

Tlian in the public cxiuncds yOu decitte: 

Or when the Dean, long privileg'd to red. 

Asserts fus friend imth more impertioua leel; 

You liear (wbilst 1 sit by efaash'dend HeX 
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close with kind inqiuries bf my state, 

* How are your tithes, and hsvve they rose oflate? 

* Why, ChristFChurch is a pretty situation, 

* There are not ini^ bietter in die nation ! 

‘ This, with your^^ things, must yield you 
clear 

* Some six — at least five hundred pounds a year/ 

Suppose, at such a time, I took the freedom 
T^ap^ak these truths as plainly as you read ’em, 
(You shall rejoin, my lord, when I’ve replied, 

And, if you please, iny lady shall decide) : 

* My lord, I’m satisfied you meant me well ; 

* And that I’m thankful, all the world can tell : 

‘ But you’ll forgive me, if I own th’ event 

* Is short, is very short of your intent ; 

* At least, I feel some ills un felt before, 

* My income less, and my expenses more.’ 

** How, doctor ! double vicar ! double rector ! 

A dignitary ! with a city lecture ! 

What i^bes — what dues ^ what tithes — what 
fines — what rent ! 

Why, doctor ! — will you never be content ?” 

* Would my good lord but cast up the account, 
\ And see to what my revenues amount. 

* My titles ample ! but my gain so small, 

/ That one goc^ vicarage is worth them all : 

* And very wretched sure b he, that ’s double 

* In nMhing tut his titles and his trouble. 

' Add lo this crying gnevance, if tou please, 

* Ml horses founded on Fennanoh ways ; 
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* Ways of well-polish’d and well-pointed stone, 

* Where every step endaiii;er^ every bone ; 

* i^ncl more to raise your pity and your wonder, 

‘ Two churches — twelve iiihcrniaii miles asunder! 

' With complicated cures^ I labour hard in, 

‘ Besides whole summers absent fromniy pardon I 

* But that the world would think F play'd the fool, 

* I’d change with Charley <7rattnn for his school*— 

* What fine Oascades, what vistos, might I make, 

‘ Fixr ill the centre of rh* lernian lake ! 

‘ There might I sail deliglited, smooth and safe, 

‘ Beneath the conduct of my good Sir Uolplif : 

‘ There’s nor a better stccrer in the realm ; 

‘ I hope, my lord, you’ll call him to the Ac/m.— 

“ Doctor— a glorious scheme to evise your grief! ‘ 
“ When cures are cross, a school’s a sure relief. 

“ You cannot fail of being happy there, 

“ The lake will be the Lethe of your core : 

“ The scheme is for your honour and your case ; 

And, doctor, I'll promote it when ycu please. 

** Meanwliile, allowing things below your merit, 
Yet, doctor, you've a philosophic spirit; 

** Your wants tire few, and, like your income, small, 

** Aud you've enough to gratify them all: 

• A free«BChQol at Innukillni, founded by Enmas Sialtb, 
Eft). N. 

t SirBal^Ckipa^ whehadatUIaintlieUkcerBrlk 
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“ You’vr ticeb, and fruits, and roots, enough in 
store : 

And what would a philosopher have more? 

** You cannot wisl^or coaches, kitchens, cooks — ” 
‘ My lord, I’ve not enough to buy me books — 

* Or pray, suppose my wauts were all supplied, 

* Are there uu Maiits 1 should rcgani beside ? 

* Whose breast is so unmanned, as not to grieve, 

‘ Cbrniiass’d with miseries he can’t relieve ? 

* Wlio can be happy — who should wish to live, 

* And want the godlike happiness to give ? 

* n'hat I’m a judge of this# you must allow: 

* I had it once-i— and I’m debarr’d it now.) 

* Ask your own heart, my lord, if this be true, 

* I'hcn how unblest am 1 ! how blest are you !* 

* ’ Tis true — but, doctor, let us wave all that — 
“ Say, it’ you had your wish, what you’d be at.” 

* i^^xcuse me, good my lord — 1 won’t be sounded, 

* Nor sliall your favour by my wants be bounded. 

* My lord, I challenge nothing as my due, 

* Nor is it (it I should prescribe to you. 

* Yet this iniglit Symmachus himself avow 

* (Whose rigwl rules are antiquated now)— 

‘ My lord. I’d wish to pay the deta I owe — 

* I’d wish besides— to 6ut/d, and to be$t(w* 
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AN EPISTLE UPON AN EPISTLE, 

FROM 

A CERI’AIN DOCTOR 

TO 

A CERTAIN GREAT LORD: 

BEING A CURISTMAS-DOX FOR DR. OELANY. 

As Jove Will not attend on less, 

AV'hcn things of* more unportance press ; 

You can’t, grave bir ! believe it hard, 

That you, a low ilibernian bard, 

Should cool your Ijeels awhile, and wait 
Unanswered utyour patron* 8 gate: 

And would my l>id vouchsafe to grant 
Tins one, poor, huiiitile boon 1 want. 

Free leave to play his Secretary, 

As Falstatr acted old King Harry; 

I'd tell of yours in rhyme and pniit : 

Folks shrug, and cry Thert^s nothing m itm 
And, after several readings over. 

It shines must in the marble cover. 

How could so fine a taste dis{>eiis6 
With mean degrees of* waaud sense? 

Nor will luy lord so far beguile 
The uite and learned of our vtk\ 
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" m \] c it pji‘'b upon the nation^ 
ri\ »hi\t 01 hjs bole approbation. 

] ho task H arduous, patrons find, 

'i'o warp the scn«c ^ aW mankind ; 

Wtio tlimk your Muse must first aspire, 

J"ae he advance the doctor higlicr 

You’ve cause to say he meant you well : 

That yon are 1 hankful f uho can tell? 

FdDbll you’re sliort (which grieves your spirit) 

Of his intent; you mean, your merit. 

Ah ! quanto rectiuSf tu adepte, 

Qui ml moliris tarn inepte ? 

‘ >»uiedlev*, thou Juiiathmi of Clogher, 

* ^^’hell thou thy humble lay dost offer 

* To Grafton’s grace, with grateful heart, 

* riiy thanks and verse devoid of art ; 

* Content with what his Imunty gave, 

* JNo larger income dost thou crave.’ 

But you meet have cascades, and all 
lerne’s lake for your canal, 

Your vistos, baiges, and (a pox on 
All pride !) our Speaker tor )our coxon: 

It ’s pity that he can’t bestow you 
Twelve commoners in caps to row you. 

I'lius Edgar proud, in days of yore. 

Held mouarchs labouring at the oar ; 

And, as Im pass’d, so swell’d the Dee, 

Enrag’d, os Ern would do at thee. 

* See a Petition to the Dtth of Oiaftoii,-Tol. IV ofthCMpoaiaBi 
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How different is this from Smedley 1 
(Ills name is up, he may in bed lie,) 

* Who only asks some pretty cure, 

‘ In wholesome soil and seiher pure ; 

* The earden stor’d with artlesb flowers, 

' In citlier an^lc shady bowers: 

* No gay parterre with costly green 

* Must in the ambient hedge be seen; 

* But Nature freely takes her course, 

* Nor fears from him ungrateful force : 

' No sheers to check her sprouting vigour, 

* Or shape the yews to antic figure/ 

But you, forsooth, youra// must squander 
On that poor spot, call’d Dell-ville yonder : 
And when you’ve been at vast expenses 
In whims, parterres, canals, uud fences. 
Your assets fail, and cash is wanting; 

Nor farther buildiiigs, fartlierplaiiling; 

No wonder, when you raise and lev^ 
lliink this wall low, aud that wall bcvol. 
Here a convenient box you found. 

Which you demolish’d to the ground : 

Then built, then took up with your arbour. 
And set the house to Rupert Barber. 

You sprang an aroli, which, iii a scurvy 
Humour, you tumbled topsy-tuny. 

You cliangc a circle to a square. 

Then to a circle as you were : 

Who can imagine w hence the fund is. 

That fou fua^ata change rotitnditf 
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To Fame a temple you erect, 

A Flora docs the dome protect; 

Mounts, walLs, on litgh : and in a holUwF 
You place the Muses and Apollo ; 

There shining ’miefst his train, to grace 
Your whimsical poetic place. 

These stones were of old design'd 
As fables; but you have refin’d 
The poets’ mythologic dreams, 

To real Muses, gods, and streiuns.. 

Who would not swear, when you contrive thus, 
That you ’re Don Quixote Redivivus? 

Beneath, a dry canal there lies, 

Which only Winter’s rain supplies. 

Oh ! couldst thou, by some magic spell, 

Hither convey St* Patrick’s well ! 

Here may it re-assume its stream*, 

And take a greater Patrick's name ! 

If your expenses rise so high, 

What income can your wants supply ? 

Yet still you fancy you inherit 
A fund of such supeiior merit. 

That you can't fail of more provision. 

All by my lady's kind decisbn. 

For, the more livings you can fish up, 

You think you'll sooner be a bishop : 

That could not be lortTs intent^ 

Nor cau it aruuer the event, 

« Bee Dr. Swift's vsiice oal]iednrlBg.vp of thlswrii^ in tkla 
Tolumc, p. 79. 
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Most think what lias been iieapM on you, 

1*0 other sort of folk was due: 
liewards too great for your Hiin-ilaiiis, 
Epistles, riddles, epigrams. 

Tho’ now your depth must not be sounded^ 
The time wub, when yoifd have compounded 
For less than Cliarley Grattan’s ^chooi : 

Five hundred pound u ^ear *s no t(X)l ! 

Take tins advice tiu-n from your friend; 

To your ambition put an end. 

Be frugal, Pat : pay what you owe, 

Before you build and you bestow. 

Be modest ; nor address your betters 
With begging, vain, familiar letters. 

A passage may be found*, Tve heard. 

In some old Greek er Latiau bard, 

Wfuch says, * Would crows in bilence eat 
^ Their o^s, or tlieir better meat, 

* Their generous feeders not provoking 

* By loud and unharmonious croaking ; 

* They might, unhurt by Envy's claws, 

* Live OH; and stuff to boot tlicir maws.* 


• Beiblih.l.Bp.vrU. 
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A LIBEL 

ON 

THE RLV. DK. DELAXY 

AND 

HIS EXCELLEx\CY JOUX LORD CARTEREP. 


1739 . 


D. I UDi D Mortals ? whom the great 

Chouse for companions 

Wl)o, at their dinners en famitle. 

Get leave to sit whene'er you wiil^ 

Then boasting tell us where you (hu*d. 
And how Ins Lordship was so kiud ; 
How many pleasant things he spokc^ 
And how you laugh'd at evVy joke; 
Swear he’s a most facetious luaii. 

That you and lie ore cup and cann : 

You travel with a heavy load, 

And quite mistake preferoifeBt'S road. 

Suppose my Lord and you alone. 

Hint the least inc’rest of your own. 

His visage drops, he knits his brow. 

He cannot talk of bus ness now : 

Ur mention but a vacant post. 

He'll turn it o£f with, Name your toa|ts 
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Nor ronld t)ie nice»t arrist paint 
A cuuntenance wult more constraint. 

tor as> their afipetites to qucncM), 

Lords keep n pimp to brmu; a wench: 

So men ol'wit arc but a kind 
Of panders to a \ icious mind ; 

\V ^ proper objects must provide 
To gratify their lust of pride, 

'When wear>*d with intrigues of state. 

They find »ii idle hour to prate. 

*i'hcn should you dare to ask a place. 

You forfeit all your patron's ^race 
And disappcuut the solo design 
k'ur vrliich he sunmion'd you to dine. 

Thus Congreve spent in writing plays, 
And one poor i»dice, liulf his days; 

AVhile Montague*, who claim’d the station 
To be Mecumus of the nation ; ' 

Fw poets open table kept. 

But ne’er consider’d where tlu?y slept : 
Himself, as rich as fifty Jews, 

Was easy, tho’ they wanted shoes ; 

And crazy Con jreve scarce could spare 
A bliilliiig to discharge his chair, 

Till prudence taught him to apfieal 
From Pxan’s tiie to party-zeai ; 

Not owing to his happy vein 
The fortuBcs of his latter scene ; 


• EatlefHsUte. 
P 3 
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Took proper principles to thrive, 

AiJil iiii^ht ev’ry dunce hIjvc. 

"I’lms Su'clc, who owu*d what others writ. 
And iloui ihli’d by im^ted wit, 

Troiii perils ut* a hundred juils 
Wululrew to starve and die m Wales. 

Thus Guy, the Il.tre with many Fne-nds, 
Twice seven loii!; years the court attends; 
Who, under I'ales conveying truth. 

To virtue tbnn'*d a princely youtli; 

Who paid his courtsiiip with the crowd 
As tar as modest pride allow'd; 

Kcjects a servile Uslier’s place, 

And leaves St. Jamefs in disgrace.- 
Tlius Addison, by Lords caress'd, 

Was left m foreign lands distress'd; 

Forgot at home, became fur hire 
A truv'liiiig tutor to a 'squire; 

But w'iscly left the Muses' hill, 

'I'o bus'iiess shap'd the poet's quill;" 

Let all his barren laurels fade. 

Took up himself the courtier’s trade, 

And, grown a minister of state, 

Saw poets at his levee wait. 

Hail, happy Pope ! whose gen'rous mmd 
Detesting all tlie statesman kind. 
Contemning cdurts, at com ts unseen, 
llefus'd the visits of a queen, 

A soul with ev'ry virtue fraught. 

By sog'js^ priests, or poets, taught ; 
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Whose* filial piety excels 
Whatever Grecian story tells; 

A genius for all stations lit. 

Whose meanest talent is his wit ; 

His lieart too great, tlio* fortune little, 
I'o lickr a rasciil suitesinan’s spittle ; 
Appealing to the nation’s taste. 

Above the reach of v, ant is plac’d ; 

By Homer dead was tanght to thrive, 
Which Homer never could alive ; 

And sits aloft on Pindus’ head. 
Despising slaves that cringe for bread. 

True politicians only pay 
For solid work, but not fur iday; 

Nor ever choose to work with tools 
Foi g’d up in colicues and schools : 
Consider how much more is due 
To all their journeyineu than you. 

At table you ran Horace quote, 

Tliey at a pinch ciui bribe a vote : 

You shew your skill iu Grecian story, 
But they can manage Whig and Tory ; 
You, as a critic, are so curious 
To find a verse iu V^ii-gil spurious ; 

But they can smoke the deep designs. 
When Boliugbroke with Puliney dines. 

Besides, your patron may upbraid ye, 
TIuit you have eoc a place already ; 

An o^e for your talents fit. 

To flatter, carve, and shew your wit ; 

pS 
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To snuff the lights, find stir the fire. 

And get a dinner for your hire. 

y\ hat claim have yon to piacc or pension? 

lie overpays in eondd^pcnsion. 

lJut, revVend Doctor! you, we know, 
Conld never condescend so low ; 

Tlie' Viceroy, whom you now attend, 
\Vould, if h(’ dnr»it, be moiT your friend; 
Nor will in yon those gifts despise. 

By whicli himself was tauuht to rise: 
When he has virtue to ret re, 
lie’ll pneve he did not rai-c yon higher. 
And place you in a better station, 

Altho’ it miglit h ive pleas’d the nation. 

7'his mav be true - submitting still 
To Walpole’s more tlian royal will; 

And what condition can be worse? 

He comes to dram a beggar’s purse; 

He comes to tie our chains on faster. 

And shew' us England is our master; 
Caressing knaves, ai>d dunces wooing. 

To make them work tlieir ou'ii uiidoui^« 
What has he else to bait liis traps. 

Or bring his vermin in. hut scraps? 

The offals of a church distrest, 

A hungry vicarage at l>f.st. 

Or some remote inferior post, 

W’ith forty pounds a-year at most? 

But here again you interpose; 

Your fav’nte Lord is noue of tkuae 
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\Vl»f> owe their virtiK S to their stations. 
And rhnviicters to drdreations ; 

For keep him in, or turn him out, 

His learning none will call in douht ; 

His learning, tho’ a poet said it 
Before a play, wonld lose no credit ; 

Nor Pope would dare deny him wit, 
Altho’ to praise it Phillips writ. 

] own lie hates an action base, 

His virtues battling: with his place ; 

Nor wants a nice discerning spirit 
Betwixt a true and spurious merit; 

Cao sometimes drop a voter^s rhuiu. 

And give up party to bis fume. 

1 do the most that friendship can ; 

] hate the Viceroy, love the man. 

But you, who till your fortune’s made, 
NIust be a sweePner by your trade, ^ 
Should swear he never meant us ill, 

\l'e suffer sore against Ins will ; 

That if we could but see his heart. 

He would have chose a milder part ; 

We rather should lament his case, 

Who must obey, or lose lus place. 

Since this reflection slipt your pen, 
luseit it when you write again ; 

And, to illustrate it, produce 
This snoite for his excuse. 
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' So, To (ipstfoy a guilty land, 

‘ An aiigolsoiit by Ileav’ii's command^ 

‘ While he obeys iiliiiighty w'lll, 

* Perhaps may feel compassion mill, 

' And wisli tlie task had been a^sii^u’d 
‘ 1(1 sjjiriLs ol less gentle Kind.' 

Put 1 , in politics giown old, 

Wliose thoughts are of a diftVent mould 
M'lio from my soul sincerely hate 
Both K^— and ministers of state; 

^^'ho looks on courts with stricter eyes 
I'o sec the seeds of viev ari-^c, 

C*an lend you an alliibion Httcr, 

Tho* Aatth iiig kiiii\ es may call it hitter ; 
Winch, if you durst but give ii place, 
Would shew you many a statesman’s face 
Fresh from the tripod of Apollo 
I had It in the words that follow: 

(Take notice, to avoid offence, 

I here except Ins ExccUeuce:) 

* So, to effect his monarch’s ends, 

‘ From hell a viceroy devil ascends, 

' ilis budget with corruptions cramii/d, 

‘ The contributions of the damn’d, 

* Whicii with unsparing hand he strowa 

* Tliro* courts and senates as he goes, 

* So when an angel by divine command* 
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* And dien at EcclzebubN black liall 

• Complains liis budget was t»M) aiuall.' 

Tour simile laay better shine 
In verse, but tlicrc is truth in mine; 

For DO imaginnhlc tliiu;;s 
Can dxlFcr more than t^ods and k— ; 
And statesmen by ten tlmusand odds 
Arc angels, just as L- ' s are gods. 


TO DJI. DELANY, 

ON Tn£ LIBLLS WRITTEN AGAINST HIM. 

. . . .Tanli tibi non fit opaci 

Quiuis arena Tagu Juvw 

As some raw youtli in country bred, 

To arms by thirst of honour led, 

W lieu at skiniush' first he bears 
The bullets wliistliog round his ears, 

Witt duck bit head asid^ will start. 

And feel a trembling at bis heart, 

1 ill ^bcuping oft* without a wound, 

Lciascas the terror of the sound, 

I'ly bullets now as thick as bops, 
lie runs into a caimoa*8 chops: 

Aa author thus, who pants for fame. 

Begins the world with fear and shame • 
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^^'hpll fii>t in print you st'c him dreud 
lunch pojj;:ii:i luvpIlM at hii> head: 

The lead \oir critic'b quill coiitaius 
Ja dcstai’d to heat outdiia brums : 

As if lie heard loud thunders roll, 

(^ries, Lord have mercy on liis soul ! 
Concludint; that another shot 
M ill strike liiiii dead upon the spot : 

But when with squibbing^ashing, popping. 
He cannot see one creature dropping. 

That missing lire, or missing aim. 

His life IS safe, 1 mean his fume, 

Tlic danger past, takes henxt of grace. 

And looks a critic in the face. 

Tho* splendour gives the fairest mark 
To poison’d arrows from the dark. 

Yet in yourself when smooth and round*. 
They glance aside without a wound. 

'i'ls said the gods try’d all their art 
How Puiii they might from PJisasurc part; 
But little could their strength avail ; 

Both still are fasten’d by the tail. 

Thus Fame and Censure wiili a tether 
By Fule me u^waysliuk'd together. 

Why will you Him to be preferred 
In wit before tlie common herd. 

And yet grow inortify’d and vex'd 
To pay the penalty annex'd ? 
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rTis eminenco miles eii\y use, 
tallest fruits am icr the Ihrs 
Should stupid i ihtls^iievc truiiil, 

You scjon a leim dy may hnd , 
lie down obst me, like other t ills, 

Below the lash ot snarleis’ jokt s 
Then faction is lot huiu)i((i tdds, 

For € v’ry coxcomb Ic nd*. ri eni i ods, 

Aud sneers a-> le iineril\ as ti)L>, 
lake females o’er then moinm^-rca 

You say the Muse wih not euiit nn, 

And write you must, or bieak a vein 
Then il you hud the teims too tiuid, 

FJoLoiij^er niy advice regaid, 

But raise your fcUicy on the wing; 

1 he Irish senate’s praises sing , 

How jealous of the untion’s freedom ! 

And fur cmruptiuns, how they weed ’em ^ 

How each the public good pursues, 

Uow far their hearts from private views ^ 

Make all true pau lots, up to bhoc-boye, 

Huzza their brethren at the Blue-boys* 

Thus grown a member of the club 
No longer dfead tlie rage of Grub. 

How oft' am 1 foi rh^e to seek ! 

To dress a thought I toil a week ! 

And then how thankful to the Town, 

If all my pauis will earn a crown ! 

• The Imh pariiaiDcnt tat at tlw Blue-bofi* while 

^ new yahaamBt^hnuie ww btuldiaf. 
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Whilst evorv critic can devour 
My work uikI me m half an hour. 

Would men of genius cease to write. 

The rogues must die want and spite; 
Must die for want of lobd and raiment. 

If scandal did not find them payment. 

How cliccrfully tlic hawkers cry 
A Satire ! and tlic gentry buy ; 

While my hard-labour’d poem pines 
Unsold upon the printer's lines. 

A genius in the rev’reiid gown 
Must ever keep its owner dowu ; 
rris an unnatural conjunction, 

And spoiU tlie credit of the function. 

Rouaci all your brethren cast your eyes; 
Point out the surest men to rise; 

That club of candidates in black, 

The least deserving of tlic pack, 

Aspiring, factious, fierce, and loud. 

With grace and learning uneudu'd. 

Can turn their hands to cvVy job. 

The httest tools to work for Bob* ; 

Will sooner coin a cliousand lies 
Than suflfer men of parts to rise; 

They crowd about Pi^afi^nnent's gate, 

And press you down wlt^ all their weight; 

Far, as of old oialliematipians 

Were by the vulgar thought magicians ; 

• Slraca>ertWal|K)le,«ftsnn^EttlsrOvfii^ 
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So academic dull ale-drink^ 

Pronounce all men of wit Freetliinkcrs. 

Wit, as the chief of Virtue’s friends. 

Disdains to aen'e ignoble ends ; 

Observe what loads of stupid rhymes 
Oppress us iu corrupted times; 

What pamphlets in a court’s defence 
Shew reason, grammar, truth, oreenseP 
For thq’ the Muse delights in fiction. 

She ne’er inspires against conviction. 

Then keep your virtues still anmixt, 

And let not faction come betwixt; 

By party-steps no grandeur climb at, 

Tho’ it would make you England’s Primate : 

First learn the science to be dull, 

^You then may soon your conscience lull; 

If not, however seated high. 

Your genius in your face will fly. 

When Jove was from his teeming bead 
Of Wit’s fair goddess brought to-bed, 
Theili^tfbllow'd at his lyix^-in 
For after-birth a sooterkiii. 

Which, as tbellkurse pursu’d to kill. 

Attain'd by flight the Muses’ lull. 

There in the Eoil began to root, 

And litter'd at Pamassns' foot. 

From hence the critic-vermin sprung, 

With harpy daws and pois’nous tongue, 

Wlio fatten on poetic scraps, 

Too cunning to bo caught in traps. 
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Dame Nature, as show. 

Provides each animai its foe ; 

Hounds hunt the hare, the wily fox 
Devours your geese, |^e wolf your flocks. 
•Thus Envy pleads a iiat^iid claim 
To perseruLe the Muses* fume. 

On poeth 111 hU times abusive. 

From Homer down to Pope inclusive. 

Yet w'hat avails it to coinpiain? 

You try to take revenge in vain. 

A rat your utmost r^e defies. 

That safe behind the wainscot lies. 

Say, did you ever know by sight 
In cheese an individual mite? 

Shew me the same numeric flea 
That bit your neck bur yesterday; 

You then may boldly go m quest 
6nd the Grub^tre^t poets'* nest ; 
What sputiging-house, in dread of jail. 
Receives tliem while they wait for bail ; 
What alley they are nestled in, 
flourish o’er a cup of gin ; 

Find the last garret where they lij^, 

* Or cellar where they starve to^ay. 
Suppose you had them all trepUnn’d, 

With each a Libel in his hand, 

W^hat punishment would you inflict? 

Or call *eiii rogues, or get 'em kickt f 
Thebe they have often cry’d before ; 

You but oblige 'em so muoh mmn t 
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Tlicmselvcs would be the first to tell, 

I'o make their trash tiie better sell. 

You have been libellM— Let us kno# 
Wlmt fool ofiicious told ^ou so ? 

Will you regard the hawker's cries. 

Who, ill his titles, always lies? 

Whate’iT the noisy scoundrel says 
It might be something in your praise; 

And praise bestow'd on Grub-street rhymes 
\\ ould vex one more a thousand times. 

Till critics blame and judges praise. 

The poet cannot claim his hays. 

On me w hen dunces are satiric, 

T take it fur u panegyric. 

Hated by fools, and fools to hate, 

Be that my motto and my fate. 


ON BURNING A DULL POEM. 

1729 . 

A.N ass's hoof alone can bold 

That pois'nous juice which kills by cold. 

Methuught, when 1 this poem read, 

No \essel but on ass's head 
buck frigid fustian could contain* 

I mean the head without the brain. 

Q 2 
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1'ho cold conceits, the chilling thoughts, 
Wenf^own like stupifyiug draughts: 

1 touiidUby head began to swim, 

A numbness crept thndf.ev'ry limb: 
in liiistc, with imprecations dire, 

I tlirew tlie volume in the fire ; 

When, who could tiunk; tho’ cold os ice, 
It burnt to ashes in a trice. 

How could I mure enhance its fame? 
Tho’ born m snow it dy’d in flame. 


TO JANUS, ON NEW-YEAR’S DAY. 

1729. 

Two-fac’d Janos, god of Time, 

Be my Pheebus while I rhyme ; 

To oblige your crony Swift, 

Bring our dame a New-year’s gift : 

Slie nas got but half a brace. 

Janus ! since thou hast a face, 

I'o my Lady once be kind; 

Give her half thy face behind. 

God of Time ! if you be wise. 

Look not witli your future eyes: 

What imports thy forward sight? 

Well if you could loseitijuite. 
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Can you take delight in viewing 
This poor isleN* approaching ruin. 
When thy retrospection vast 
Sees the glorious ages past? 

Happy nation ! were we blind, 

Or had onlj eyes behind. 

‘ Drown yuur morals,’ Madam cries; 

‘ I’ll have none but forward eyes; 

‘ Priidcb decay’d about may tack, 

* Strain their necks witli lookinc back; 

* Give me Time when coming on, 

* Who regards him when he’s gone? 

' By the j3ean tho’ gravely told 

* New years help to make me old, 

* Yet I find a New-year’s lace 
' Burnishes an old year’s face. 

* Give me velvet and quadrille, 

* I’ll have youth and b^uty still.’ 


TO DE^N SWIFT. 

BY SXJi ARTBDR ACUE80V. 

OooD cause hare, I to sii^ and vapour, 
For 1 am landlord to tl» Drapier: 

He that of every ear’s the charmer, 

Now cood^sceni^ u> be my farmer^ 

• Irataad. 

q3 
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And crnrc my villa with his strains. 

Lives such a b^rd on British plains? ^ 

No ; not in all the British court ; 

For none but witlings there resort, 

Whose names and wores (tho* dead) are made 
Immortal by the Dunciad; 

And, sure as monument of brass, 

Their fame to future times shall pass. 

How, witli a weakly warbling tongue, 

Of brazen knight they vainly sung: 

A subject for their genius fit ; 
lie dares defy both sense and wit. 

What dares he not ? He can, we know it, 

A laureat make that is no poet ; 

A judge, without l:he least pretence 
To common law, or common sense ; 

A bishop that is no divine; 

And coxcombs in red ribands shine s 
Nay, he can make, what’s greater far, 

A middle-state ’twixt peace and war; 

And say, there shall, fur years together. 

Be peace and war, and bQth, and neitlicr. 
llaf)|)y, O Market-hill ! at least, 

That court and courtiers have no taste : 

Y<»u never else had known the Dean, 

But, us of old, obscurely lain ; 

All things gone on the some dull track, 

And Drapier’s-hill* been still Drumlack; 

* Tlip Dean gaw this name to a fium called DivmladE, ehldi 
he rented of Sir Arthur Acheson, whose scat lay hetwecn tlut 
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But now your name with Penshurst vies, 
And wing'd with faifie shall reach the skies. 


DRAPIER’S HILL, 

172Q. 


We give the world to understand. 

Our thriving Dean has purchas’d land ; 

A purchase which will bring him cleat 
Above his rent four pounds a>year. 

Provided, to improve the ground, 

He will but add two hundred pound, 

And from his endless hoarded store 
To build a house live hundred more. 

Sir Arthur*, too, shall have his will, 

And call the mansion Drapier’s Hill ; 

That when a nation, long enslav’d, 

Forgets by whom it once was sav’d; 

When none the Drapier's praise shall sing, 

His signs aloft iio longer swing; 

aadMtfket.Hm. ami IMM to teUd aa h«Me tal 

altanrawb chu^ hk mtad. F. 
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Hif medal^ and his priuts forj^oUtn, 

And idl hit handkcrcbiefs are rotteo*«; 
His famous Letters made waste paper, 
This Hill may keep t|j£ name of Drapier; 
In spite of envy floun^ rtili. 

And Drapier’s vie with Cooper's HilL 


THE DEAN’S REASONS 

roa VOT BUILSXNO DRAPXSn’S'HIl.L. 

I WILL not build on yonder mount: 

And, should you call me to account^ 
Consulting with myself, I iind 
It was no le\ity of mind. 

V^hate’er I promis'd or intended, 

No fault of nunc, the scheme is ended: 

Nor can you tax me as unsteady, 

I have a hundred causes ready ; 

All ri'teii since that flattering time, 

When Drapier’s^hill appear’d in chyme^ 

I am, as now too Ute 1 And, 

The greatest cully of mankind : 

The lowest boy in Martin’s schodi 
tiii;n and- windme like a fool. 

_ • Medals were cast, mmy Bi^^himg up, and 
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How could I form so wild a visioo, 

To seek, in deserts, Fields Elysian? 

To live in fear, suspicion, variance, 

With thieves, fanatics, and barbarians ? 

But here my Lady will objn^ i 
Your Deanship ought to recollect, 

That, near the Knight of Gosford plac’d, 

Whom you allow a man of taste, 

Your intervals 0&4™e to spend 
With so converswle a friend. 

It would nut signify a pin 
Whatever climate were in. 

Tis true, but what advantage comet 
To me from all a usurer’s plumbs; 

Tko’ I should sec him twice a day. 

And am his neighbour cross the way; 

If all my rhetoric must fail 
To strike him for a pot of aleP 

Thus, when the learned and the wise 
Conceal tlieir talents from our eyes, 

And from deserving friends with>bold 
Their gifts, as Misers do their fold; 

Their knowledge to themselves conn’d 
Is the same avarice of mmd ; 

Nor makes their conversation better. 

Than if they never knew a letter. 

Such is the fate of Oesfiard’s Knight^ 

Who klsepshis wisdom out'of si^^ 

Whose uncommunicative heart 
WiU scarce one preqe^sword impart: 
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^ sp^Utions deep, 

•^■M^ard senses fast asleep ; 
vBn, while I a soi^ will hum, 
wifcli his fingersj^at the drum ; 

Bej(and the skicAMnsports his mind. 

And toaves a lifeless corpse behmd. 

But, as for me, who ne*er could clamber high. 
To understand Malebranche or Cambray ; 

Who send my mind (as I beliei^leas 
Than others do, on errands sle^Aess; 

Can listen to a tale humdrum^ 

And with attention read TodjiThumb; 

My spirits with my body progging, 

Both hand in hand together jogging; 

Sunk over head and ears in matter, 

Kor can of nmtaphysks smatter; 

Am more diverted with a quibble, 

Than dream of worlds int^ligible ; 

And think a^l notions too abstriiG£ed 
Are like th'j ravings of a crack’d head; 

What intercourse of minds can bo 


Betwixt the Knight sublime and me. 

If when 1 talkj as talk I must, 

It is but prating to a bust? 

Where friendsbip.is by Fate deaiga*d. 
It forms an uniqa in dm mind t 
But here X diftir frqra IbMeht 
In every poiiu,iiJm Utok %o4 white.: 
For none can say dj^ ^ W yet 
We both in mm Opinimt nfiti 
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Not in philosophy, oralc; 

In state affairs, or planting cale; 

Tn rhetoric, or picking straws; 

In roasting larks, or making latvs; 

In public schemes, or eatcUng flies; 

111 parliaments, ur pudding-pies. 

The neigjiibours wonder why the 
Should in a country life delight. 

Who not one pleasure entertains 
To cheer the solitary scenes : 

His guests arc few, Hs visits rare ; 

Nor uses time, nor time will spare; 

Nor rides, nor walks, nor hunts, nor fowls, 
Nor plays at cards, or dice^ or bowls; 

seated in an easy chair. 

Despises exercise and air. 

His rural walks he ne*er adorns : 

Here poor Pomona sits on thorns ; 

And there neglected Fknra settles 
Her bum upon a bed of nettles. 

Those thankless afsd oftcious eaieS 
I us’d to take io friend^ aflOAim^ 

From which I never could rsfirWv 
And have been often chidillndb; 
fram these 1 am recover’d ^eite, 

M l^sm Hfwlm regaftfe^ihe 
jnrterve his health, |usttore inerdaae; 
May nothing intenmpt his peace 1 

let all his tewMi naiad ^ 
Fhmbifll bis coeri,eitil after, pospl 
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Let every cottager conspire 
To cat hie hedges down for hrp : 

The naughty boys about the village 
His crabs and sloes ||kay freely pillage : 
He still may keep a pack of knaves 
To spoil his work, and work by halves: 
His meadows may be dug by awiiie, 

It shall be no concern of mine. 

For why should I contuiue still 
To serve a friend against his will ? 


THE 

GRAND QUESTION DEBATED, 

WBETUEU HAMILTOW'S BAWB* * SHOULD BE TUBNEB 
IHTO A BARBACK or A MALTHOCSE? 

Written in the year 1729, 


FBEFACE TO THE ENGLISH EDITIDN* 

Tlw nithor of the follovliii Fom !• Mid tobe Dr. 1.8.1^14!^ 
who wrote it, u woU m Mwiri othw olMbt 

like kiii4 by w»y of wnuicment* In the flunUy of ja Ifp 
BOttieUe gentleman In the noift of Ireland. wbeielmipMK 
n Sommer ahont two or thme yema ago. . 

• (I lank iimUlilt^T near the tanae^ endoMd wUhjBfd or/ 
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A certain very grcM p«eM^*» tRm in that UoiAmii, l«vlaf 
heard much of thle Poen, oibuined a copy ftom thp pnDtr 
man, or, aa aome aoy, the lady, in trhoac houae It waa irrl^ 
tent ftom whence, I know nen Ijy what aeddent, aaetmlothet 
roplca were tianacribed, fhll of enora. Aa 1 have a poet nh 
apm for tM euppoaed Author, 1 have procured a true oofW 
the Poem, the publioatton whereof can do him torn ivjmf 
than (jrintlng any of thoac incorrect onea which ran about la 
manuacript, and would infulUbly be aoon in the preaa, If not 
thus prevented. 

Some expreaaiona being pecallar to Ireland, I have prevailed on 
a gentleman of that kingdom to explain them, and 1 have 
put the several explauationa in their proper plaiM. 


T'lius spoke to mj Lhdy the Knlghtf, full of enre, 

* Let me have your advioe in a weighty affiii^ 

* This iiainiltoo*8 Bawnt, whilst it sticks on my 
^Iqse by tlic house what f get by the land ;[ha|id» 
*9Sut how to dispose of it to the best bifMer^udtr. 

* For a Barrack)! or Malthouse, wc now must ooD* 

^ First) let me suppose 1 make it a Maltfaousls^ 

< Here 1 have computed the profit will fidl t*us ; 

< I'here's nine hundred pounds for labour and gsain^ 

* I increase itto twelve, so thi'ee hundred remain; 

* A handsome addition for wide and good chedri^ 

* Three dishes a-day, and three hogdieadi a-yedr* 

* With a dozen Urge vemels nqr shalt be 

stor’d* 

* No littUscnib joUt aba4 come on hqt beeid; 

{Wiiiirssf 

t ■iriVrtimrAehM,nisAl*i«thinrtwrinm. 
t Ataifiioldbansatas mUniftmnllt Arthur IShMgmi me, 

Bwin. VOL. XX. a 
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' And ymiand the Dean no i|iore shall combine 

* To me at night to one bottle of vnne; 

* Nor shall I, for his humo^, permit you'to purloin 

* A stone and atjuart^of beef from my sirloin. 

^ tf I make it a Barrack, die crown is my tenant ; 

* My dear ! 1 Imve ponder’d again and again oii’t ; 

* In poundage and drawbacks I lose half my rent{ 

* Whatever they give me I must bo content, 

* Or join with the court in cvVy debate, 

* And rather than that I would lose my estate.’ 
Thus ended the Knight; thus began his meek 

wife; 

* It m^ it shall be*a Barrack, my life I 

^ Ifm groisn a mere mopub; no company comes 
^ But a rabble of tenants and rusty dull rums*. , 

‘ pafsonS'what lady oan keep herself cleanf^ 
^ 4 Hb all over daub’d when I sit by the Dean, 

* But if you Will give as a Barrack, my dear! 

^ The Captain, I’m sure, will always come here t 

* J then shall not value his Deanship a straw, 

* I'or the Captain,! warrant, will keef him inawe t 

* Or should he ppeteod to be brisk and tiert, 

* WiU tell him that chaplains should not be so pert; 

* That men of his coat should be mindiog their 

pray’rs, 

* And uet^amimg ladies toi^e themsebrns airs.’ 

'ftjgluiiRi’BlBy Lady# |^<«ilgtt’d in vain; 

Hie Knight hit 



But Hannnh*, who listcnM to ull that wu past, 
And could not eiidare so vulgar a tasttf, 

At soon M her Ladyship call'd to be drenfd, 
CryM, * Madam, vrhy surely my master's possdai’d'L 

* Sir Arthur tiie Maltster ! how fine it will sound! 

* I’d rather the Bawn were sunk under ground. 

* But, Madanb 1 guess’d there would never come 

food, 

* When 1 saw him so often with Darby and 

Woodf. 

* And now my dream’s out ; for I was a-dream’d 

* That 1 saw n«huge rat; O dear ! how I scream’d, 
^ And after, methought, I had lost my new Shoes; 

* And Molly she ^d I should hear sotneill newt. 

* Dear J^ladam I had you but tlie spirit to tease, 
^ou might haveaBarrack whenever yuo pleaes 

* And, Madam, I always believ’d you sottoot, 

* That fur twenty denials ydu would not fiee ddh 

* If 1 had a husband like him, I pnrtett, 

* Till he gave me thy vtittl wotdd givehim no reit; 

* And rather than come ia the same pair of sheets 

* Wkh such across man, 1 i^ld lie in thastreett. 

* But, Madam, I beg you contrive and Invent^ 

* And wofTj himoa^fil he ^v«s Ins epniSdt. 

< jDlear Madmn! fMtene’eref a Bkmck i tldok, 
« Aif 1 were m be J oatt’t Sb^ a adiik : 

' For if a new cnkchet comei intemy 'indiif ^ 

* I eafl^tges it au^ the’ I’d sieeair to fitia. 
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* 1 &QCJ already a Barrack cantriv'd 

* At Hamilton’s Bawn, and the troop is arri\ 'd ; 

' Of thia» to be lore. Sir Arthur has warning, 

^And vMuts on tils Captain betimes the nc\t 

morning. 

* Now see when thi^y meet bow their honours 

behave: ^ 

^ Noble Captain ! your servant^-Sir Arthur ! your 
slave. 

* You honour me much — ^The honour is mme—i^ 

* Twas a sad rainy night^but the mormng is 

fine— > 

* Pray bow does my Lady ?— -My wife's at your 

service—*— 

^ I think 1 have sehn her picture by Jprvis*—* 

* tikiod'inorrow, good Captain I— Pll wait dn 

you down— 

* You sha’n’t stir a foot— You’ll think me a 

down— 

* For all the vrorld, Captain, not half an inch fui- 

theis— 

* You must be obeji^d— Your lervent, Sir Ar- 

thur; 

* My humUe reipecu to my Ladj anknown««-i- 

* J hope you will use my agjiiir ov|o.' 

* Go bnng me n^y sm^, and leave off your^ 

pnte; 

Thou best oertainly gotten aroHp in thy pete.” 

^ Pray, Madam, be ipiieti what^mu it I said ?— 

* Yon hadHlm|ehaii|Hiiti|i^^ my head. 
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' Next day, tttliib mire, the Captain will efime 
' At tlie head of his troop, with ttunapnlP add 
drum. 

* Now, Madam, observe how he marches in state; 

* The man with the kettle-drum enters the gate : 

* Dub, dub, adub, dub. The trumpeters follow ; 

* Tantiira, tantara ; while all the toys ht^loo. 

* Sec now comes the Captain all daub’d with gold 

lace: 

law ! the sweet gentleman ! look in his face; 

* And see liow he rides like a lord of the land, 

* With the fine flaming sword that he holds in his 

hand; 

* And his horse, "the dear rrSter f it prancaa and 

* With ril^ds in knots at its tail and its tart. 

* At last cotfKs the troop, by the word of command, 

* Brawn up in our court; when the Captain cricfe, 

Stand. 

* Your Ladyship lifts vep the sash to be Seen, 

* (For sure I bad diaen’d 900 out like a queen,) 

* The Captain, to shew he Is proud of the favour, 

* Looks up to your window, and cocks ap his beaver; 

‘ (His beiwer is codkM, pray Madam, mark that, 

* Fora CafNaia oMlurse nevet tihn off his hat, 

* Because he has never a^htnff thM is idle, 

< For the right holds the swUd, and the left hblds 

the bridle,) 

' Then flourittlt ttoioe hk sword in the air, 

< As t fhit; 

»8 
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f (Howl treniUetothinkof theMoodithath spilt!) 

low’rs down the point, and kisses the 
hilt. 

* Your Ladyship siAles, and thus you begin; 

< Pray, Captain, be pleas’d to alight and walk in. 

* The Captain salutes you with congee profound, 

* And your Ladyship curtsies half-way to the 

ground. ' 

* Kit, run to your master, and bid him come 

to us; 

^ l*m sure he'll be proud of the honour you do us : 

* And, Captain, you*U do us the favour to stay, 

* And take a short dinner here with us to-day : 

* You're heartily welcome ; but as for good cheer, 

* You come in the very worst timeof |(ie year: 

* If I had expected so worthy a guest— 

f Lord! Madam! your Ladyship surepis in jest| 

^ You banter me. Madam: the kingdom inust 
grant—' 

* Fou oficen, OqtUin, ere so cmnfUmant* 

** Hist, hussy I 1 th^k I hear teiBebody comT 
ing— ” 

* No, Madam ; 'tis only Sir Arthi^ arhummtng. 

* To shorten my tale, (for 1 hate a long story,) 

< The Caplani at dinner appMri ^wy : 

* The Dean and the Doctor* have humbled thbir . 

pndt, 

f For the Captain’s entreated to eh bj your side; 

* DftcfeQfltBmhadnnBMM talfetMirfliiMAoois 
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' And, because Wt thehr betters, 50U carve for 
him first; 

* The parsons for envy are roady to burst : 

* The serAuiits, amaz'd, arc scarce ever able 

‘ To keep off their eyes as tliey wait at the Ltblc; 

* And Molly and I have thrust in our no^e 

* To peep at the Captain in all his fine clo*es. 

' pear Madam ! be sure he*a a fine spoken man ; 

* Du but hear on the clergy how glib his tongue 

ran.* 

And, Madam,” says ho, " if such dinners you 
give, 

" You’ll never want parsons as long as you live; 

** I ne’er knew a parson without a good nose, 

t* But the^devil’s as welcome wherever he go^s. 

** G— d d— me, they bid us reform and repeut, 

** But, 1—1^ by their looks they never keep Lent 

Mister Curate, for all your grave looks, I'm 
afraid 

** You cost a sheep's eye on her Ladyship's maid ; 

f* I wish sIm would lend you her pretty white 
hand 

'' In m^ding yoqr cassock and smoothing your 
band : 

" (For the Deen was so tbebby, and Mt'd like a 
ninny, 

f That the Captain suppos'd be was curate tq 
Jenny s) 

Whenever you see a cassock and gown, 

ff A huqdredlb imp but it covers ^ dqwn, 
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** Obsen-e how a parson comes into a room, 

** G — d d->me, he hobbles as had as my groom. 

** A scholard, when just from his college broke 
loose, 

** Cari hardly tell how to cry Bo to a goose. 

** Your Noveds, and Bluturks, and Omurs*, and 
stuff, 

“ By G — they don't signify this pinch of snuff. 

^ To give a young gentleman right education, 

“ The ann^i’s the only good school in the nation. 

** My schoolmaster cull'd me a dunce and a fool, 
** But at cuffs 1 was aiviays the cock of the school. 
** I never could take to my book for the blood 
o'mc, 

** And the puppy confess'd he expected no good 
o’mc. 

" He caught me one morning coquetting his wifi6, 
** But he maul'd me, 1 ne'er was so maul'd in my 
life; 

** So I took to the road, and, what's very odd, 

** The first man I robb’d was a parson, by G— d. 
** Now, Madam, you’ll tliink it a strange thing to 

say, 

But tlie bight of a book xpahes me sick to this 
' day*" 

* Never since I was bom did I hear so much 
wit, 

* And, Madam, I laugh’d, till I thou^t I should 

split : 

• OvUsi MucSi. adwew. 8« liaqr ea iMera Edacakfa^ 
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* So then you look’d scoroful, and snift at the 

Dean, 

'As TV ho i<!iould fuij, Now, am I Skinny and 
? 

' But he dur4l nut so much as open his lips, 

' And the Doctor was plaguily down in the hips/ 
Thus merciless llantmh ran on in her talk. 

Till she heard the Dean cull, * Will your Ladyship 
alk ?.’ . 

Her Ladyhhip answers, ' Pm just coming downi 
Tiien turning to Hannah, and forcing a frown, 
Altho' It wus plain in her heart she was glad, 
CryM, ‘ Hussy ! why, sure the wench is gone mad t 

* How could tliesc chimeras get into your brains 

' Come hither, and take this old gown for your 
pains. 

' But the Doan, if this secret should come to his ears, 

* Will never have done withhis gibes and his jeers : 
' For your life, not a word of the matter, I charge yc, 
' Give me but a Barrack, a Kg for tlie cltrgy* 


DIIIECTIOXS 

FOR 1|A«IXG A BlRTb^DAY SONG. 
1T«9. 

T'o form a just and finishM piece, 

Take twenty gods of Home or Greece, 

• Vkkiwma ftir nj Udy* 
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Whose eoHshipn are iti chief request, 

Aiirl fit yoiii’ present hiihject best; 

And should ii he your hero’s case 5 

To have both mal9and female race, 

Your business must be to provide 
A score of goddesses beside. 

Some call their monnrehs Suns of Saturn, 

For which they bring a modern pattern, 10 

Because they might have heard uf«one 
Who often long’d to eat bis son ) 

But this, 1 think, will not go down, 

For here t'.ie father kept his crown. 

Why, then, appoint htm son of Jove, 1& 
Who met his mother in a grove. 

To this we freely shall Consent, 

Welt knowing what the poets meant, 

And in their sense, ’twiat me and you. 

It fnay be literally true. 90 

Next, as the laws of verse require, 

He mast be greater than his sire, 

For Jove, as ev'ry schoolboy knows, 

Was able Saturn to depose : 

And sure no Christian poet breathing 96 

Would he more scrup’lous than a Heathen ; 

Or if to blasphemy it tends, 

That’s but a tsifle among friends. 

Your hero now another Mars is. 

Makes mighty armies torn their a — s ; 50 

Behold his gUtt'hng falchion mow 
Whole squadrons at a single blopr, 
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While Victory, with wings outspread, 

Flies like an eagle o^er his head. 

Ills milk-white steed upon its haunches, 35 
Or pawing into dead men's paunches, 

As Overton has drawn Ids sire. 

Still seen o'er many an alehouse fire. 

Then from his ann hoarse thunder rolls, 

As loud as fifty mustard bowls ; 40 

For thunder still his arm supplies, 

And lightning always in his eyes ; 

They bought are cheap enough in conscience, 
And serve to echo rattling nonsense : 

The rumbling words march fierce along, 45 
Made trebly dreadful in your song. 

Sweet Poet ! hir’d for birtb-day rhymes, 

To sing of wars clioose peaceful times. 

What tho', for fifteen years and more, 

Janus hath lock’d his temple-door, 50 

Tho' not a coffee-house we read in 

Hath mentidii'd arips on this side Sweden, 

Nor EiOiidoi) jburnala, nor the Postmen, 

Tho’ fond of warlike lies as most men, 

Thou iliU with .battles stuff thy bead full, 55 
For must thy hero not be drcudfyl ? 

Dismissiiig Mgra, it neat must follow 
Your coiiqu’ror is become Apollo : 

That he's Apollo ii as plain at . 

That liobiii Walpole ia Meemas : 00 

But that he struts and chan be squints, 

You’d know him hp ApoU^Js piinu. 
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OIH Phcrbtis is but hail' as bright. 

For yours can shiuc both day and night. 

llic lirst, perlinpsi may oiicc an age 65 

Inspire you wit^ poetic rage ; 

Your PhticbtiB Iloyal ev’ry day 
Not only can inspire but pay. 

Then make this new Apollo sit 

Sola patron, Judge, and god of wit. 70 

* How from his altitude he stoops 

* To raise up X'lrtue when she droops ! 

* On J earning how his bounty flows ! 

'And witii wlut justice he bestows ! 

' Fair I^i« ! and ye banks of Cam I 75 

* lie witness if I tell a flam. 

' What prodigies in arts wc drain, 

* From both your streams in G — ^*8 reign^ 

* *As from the flow’ry bed of Nile 

But here's enough to shew your style. BO 

Broad innuendos, such us this, 

If well appl/d can hardly miss ; 

For when you bring your song in print, 
lie'll get it read, and take the hint, 

(It must be read before 'tie warbled, $5 

The paper gilt and cover marbled,) 

And will be so much more 3 ^r d^tor, 

Because he never knew a letter ; 

And as he hears his wit and sense 

(To which hb never made pretencei,) $0 

Set out in hyperbolic strains, 

A guiiiea shall reward ]{pur pbine y 
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For patrons never pay so well 

As when they scarce have lenrn'd to spell. 

Next call him Neptune : with his trident 95 
He rules the sea ; you see him ride in't; 

And if provok'd, he soundly firks his 
Rebellious waves with rode, tike Xerxes, 
lie would have seiz'd the Spanish plate, 

Had not the fleet gone out too late, 100 

And in their \cry ports besiege 'em, 

But that he would not disoblige them ; 

And made the rascals pay him dearly 
For those affronts they give him yeady. 

Tis not deny'd, that when we write 105 

Our ink is black our paper white. 

And when we scrawl our paper o'er. 

We blacken what was white before : 

I thiak this practice only ht 

For dealers in satiric wit. 110 

But you some white-lead ink must get. 

And write on paper black as jet; 

Your int’rest lies to learn the knack 
Of whit’ning what before was black. 

Thus your encomium, to be strong, 115 

Must be apply'd directly wrung. 

A tyrant for hii mercy praise. 

And crown a royal dunce with bays: 

A squinting monkey load with obiuins. 

And paint a coward fierce in anal. 190 

Is be to avgrioe incliuM f 
Eatol hioi for bis gen'rous laiad : 
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Aq I vvhcii we Etan’e for want of corn, 

Come out with Amalthea*s horn. 

For all experience this evinces 
The only art o^iensing pnnees ; 

For pir’ces Jove yott should descant 
On xirCues which they know they want. 

On compliment, I had forgot, 

But songsters must omit it not ; ISO 

I freely grant the thought is old : 

Why, then your hero must be told 
In him such virtues lie inherent, 

To qualify him God’s vicegerent, 

Tliat, with 110 title to inherit, 135 

lie must have been a king by merit. 

Yet be the fancy old or new, 

^’is parily false and partly true ; 

And, take it right, it means no more 

Thun G — e and W— m claim’d before. 140 

Should some- obscure inferior fellow, 

Like Julius, or the youth of Pella, 

When all your list of gods is out. 

Presume to shew his mortal snout. 

And as a deity intrude, |45 

Because he had the woHd siibdu’d, 

Oh ! let him noi debase your thoughts. 

Or name him but to shew his faults. 

Of gods 1 only^ote the best, 

But you may hook in all the resit. 

Now Birth-day Bard ! with joy proceed 
To praise your emj^hebs atid her breech 
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DIRECTIONS FOR A BlRfR-DAY SONG. 199 

First, of the first, to vouch your lies, 

Bnug ail the females of the skies ; 

The Graces and their mistress Venus 155 

Must venture down to entertain us : 

With bended knees, wlien they adore her, 

Wiiat dowdies they appear before her ! 

Kor shall we think you talk at random^ 

For Venus might be her great-grandam ; 190 

Six tiiousand years has liv'd tlie godtles% 

\uur heroine linrdly fifty odd is. 

Besides, you songsters oft' haAe shown 
1 hat she iiath Graces of her own ; 

I'farec (iraces, by Lucina brought ber^ 165 

Just three, and evVy Grace a daughter. 

Here many a king his lieart and crown 
Shall at their snowy feet lay down ; 

In royal robes they oome by dosens 

To court tlicir EiigUsb-German cousins, 17D 

Besides a pair of princely babies, 

That five years hence will both be Hebea. 

Now see her seated in her thnme 
Witli genuine lustre a|/i her own : 

Poor Cynthia never shone so briglkt, 175 

Her splendour is but borrow'd light. 

And only with her brother linkt 
Can shine, without him is cstinct; 

^ut C a shines tho dearer 

li^ith ndthirspoiisafior brother near her; 

And darts her boams o'er both our isles, 

TW G— e is gone a t h ou sand mitat. 

s9 
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Thus Dcrrcynthia takes her place, 

Attended by her licav'uly race, 

And scc's a sou in evVy god, 135 

Unaw’d by Jovc'ifkall-bhakifig nod. 

Now ung his little Highness • * * *^ 

Who struts like any king already : 

With so much beauty, shew roe any maid 
That could resist tins charming Ganymede, 190 
Where Majesty witli sweetness vies. 

And, like his fioher, early wise. 

Then cut him out a world of work, 

To conquer Spain and quell the Turk ; 

Foretel his empire crown'd with bays, 195 
And golden times and halcyon days, 

And swear his line shall rule the nation 
For ever— till the confiagratiou. 

But now it comes into my miud 
We left u little D — e behind, iOO 

A Cupid in his face and sise, 

And only wants to want his eyes. 

Make sonrn nrpu^on for the younger. 

Find him a kiu^m out to conquer; 

Prepare a fleet to 'Waft him o^er, 905 

Make Gulliver hit Commodore, 

Into whose pockft valiaat Willy put. 

Will soon subdue the realm of lalliput. 

A skillul ciipc justly Uames 
lUurd, tough, crank,gnu^ral,baiih, stiff names: 110 
The sense can ne'er be too jejune, 

But smooth |our wards m & (tie (uae» 
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Hanover may do well enotigh, 

But George nncf Brunswick arc too mu^rh t 
Hdsse Darmstadt makes a rugged sound, 915 
.And Guelp the strongest car will wound. 

In vain are all attempts from Germany 
To find out proper words for harmony ; 

And yet I must except the Rhine, 

Because it clinks to Caroline. 990 

Hail ! Queen of Britain ! Queen of Rhymes ! 

Be sung ten huudred thousand times ! 

Too happy were the poets* crew, 

If their own happiness th^ knew. 

Three syllables did never meet 995 

So soft, so sliding, and so sweet ; 

Nine other tuneful words like that 
Would prove ev’n Hofiier*B numbers flat. 

Behold three beauteous vowels stand. 

With bridegroom liquids, hand in hand, SIB) 
1b concord here for ever fiat, 

No jarring consonant betwixt. 

May C - * — e continue lung. 

For ever fair and young !-^in ihn'g. 

Ullhat tho’ the royal carcass must, 995 

Squeez'd in a coffin, turn to dust? 

Those elements her name compose. 

Like atoms, are eiempt from blows. 

Xho' C— — 0 may fill yoar gaips. 

Tot still you roust conooH your maps ; 

Find nvers with harmonious names, 

Sabrina, Modway, and the Thames. 

sS 
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Britannia long ^ill wear like iteal, 

But Albion’s diils are out at bed. 

And paticBoecan endure no more t45 

To hear the Belgic laio roar. 

Give up tlie phrw of haughty Gaul, 

But proud Iberia soundly maul ; 

Restore the ships by Philip taken. 

And make him crouch to save his bacon. 950 
Nassau, who got the name of Glorious, 

Because he never was victorious, 

A hanger-on has always been; 

For old acquaintance4)iing him in. 

To Walpole you might lend a line, 955 

But much 1 fear he’s in decline ; 

And if you chance to come too lute, 

When he goes out you share his fate, 

And bear die new successor’s frown, 

Or whom you once sang up, sing down, 960 
Reject with scorn that stupid iiotioa 
To praise your hero for devotion, 

Nor entertain a thought so odd, 

That princes should bclievb in God ; 

But follow the securest rule, 965 

And turn it all to ridicule : 

HTis grown the choicest wit at court, 

And gives the maids of honour sport; 

For since they talk’d with Dr. Clarke^ 

They now can venture in the dark i 9f0 

That sound divine the truth hadi spoke mll| 

Apd pawn’d his word hell is pot 
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This will not give them hslf the trouble 
Of bei^gains sold or meanings double. 

Supposing now your song is done, 975 

To Mynheer Handel neit you run. 

Who artfully will pare and prune 
Your words to some Italian tune ; 
llien print it in the largest letter, 

With capitals, the more the better; fSQ 

Present it boldly on your knee, 

And take a guinea fur your (pe, 


ON TUB IRISH CLUB. 1720, 

Ye paltry underlings of state ! 

Ye 8 rs ! who We to prate; 

Ye r— — Is of inferior note. 

Who for a dinner sell a vote ! 

Tc pack of pensionary P rs, 

Wh^ fingers itdi for poets' ears ! 

Ye bishops ! far remov’d from saints, 

Why all this rage? why these complaints? 
Why against printers all this noise ? 

Tliis summoning of blackguard boys? 

Why so sagacious in your guesses ? 

Your efi, and tea, and err, and esses f 
Take my advice ; to ^lake you safe 
know a shorter way by half, 
ilid point is plain ; remove the causCi 
Defend you liberties and laws, 
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Be sometimes to your country true. 

Have once the public ^ood in view; 

Bravely despise Champagne at court. 

And choose to dine at home with Port ; , 

Let Pr 8, by good behaviour, 

Convince us they believe a Saviour, 

Nor sell what they so dearly bought, 

This country, nor their own, for nought. 

Ne’er did a true satiric Muse 
Virtue or innocence abuse, 

And *tis against poetic rules 
To rail at men by nature fools : 

But »*««*****«* 


THE FABLE OF THE BITCHB9 • 

A. BiTCM, that was full pregnant grown 
By all the dogs and curs in town, 

Finding her teeming time was come, 

And litter ripen’d in her womb, 

Went here and there, and every where. 

To find an easy place to lay her. 

At length to Music’sf house she 
And begg’d like one both blind and laine ; 
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‘ My only Pk'iend ! ray Dear! said she, 

* You see that mere necessity 

* iiath sent me to your house to whelp ; 

‘ Tm dead if you deny your help.' 

With fawning whine and rueful tone, 

With artful sigh and feigned groan, 

With canting voice and doleful tale. 

Smooth Bawty* did so far prevail, 

That Music gave lier leave to litter, 

(But mark what followed)— faith she bit her. 
Whole baskeu full of bi^ and scraps, 

And broth enough to fill her paps ; 

For i^cll she knew her numerous brood 
For want of milk would suck her blood. 

But wlicu she thought her piains were dixic^ 
And now ^twas high time to l^ gone, 

In civil terms—* My Friend !' said she, 

* house yo^^’e had on courtesy j 

* And now 1 earnestly desire 

* That you wuu'd with your cubs retire ; 

* For should you stay but one week longer, 

* 1 shall be starv'd with cold and hanger.' 

The guest repl j*d My Fnend I your leave 

* I must a little lunger crave; 

* Stay till aqr tender cubs can find 

* Their way^or uow ypu see they're blind ; 

* An: wlicn we've ^uher'd streng^ I swear 

10 our bam again repair.' 
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Tlie time pass'd on^ &»d Music caino 
Her keunel ooce a^in to claim ; 

But Bawty, lost to shame aad honour. 
Set all her cub^fa once upon her; 
Made lier retire and quit her rights 
And loudly cry'd— A bite, a bite. 

THE MORAL. 

Thus did the Trojan wooden horse 
Conceal a fatal armed force; 

No sooner brought within the wells, 
But ilium’s lost and Priam falls. 


THE LADY'S DRESSING-ROOM*. 

1730 . 

F ivE hours (and who can do it less in }) 

By haughty Celia spent in diessii^ 

The goddess from her chamber ilsues, 

Array’d iii lace, brocades, and tissues. 


• Ko dwne hw beea moiv frequently braagSt Ufslait tbe 
Deuu or inoeed mWe generuUy udiaitt^ tteo Utut uT couim 
iiuMicacy* of wbicb thu Poem !■ uluara Moduced «■ ua la* 
fdeiee. Here, tlien, It it but iuidce ts wfttfk. thdl uriMCfur 
' fit otftads UKAtmt dellcucy he taacbStlti he eUwiahiw the 
fiind tn flonibHiiy, to correct iheiullt* ofliebltiiel aqgligeiioez 
as physictaos, to cure q I cUmyt h^fW twMec teah^MM* ihed 
tbeastt it rsaeoasldy be ^sspethSa thSt Sac 
leuveeucba DreMlng-toom ee Cww%yMiaaa9 
BU^ent cause for reaUmiUftlMia, that very as ^ 

W,. 
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Srrpphotif'ffflio found tlie room was v«id^ 

And Bettjr othemise employ’d, 

Stole i&, and took a stnct survey 
Of all the titter as it lay; 

Wljercof, to make the matter dear, 

An inventory follows here. 

And, hrst n dirty smock appear’d, 

Beneath the arm-pits well besmear’d ; 

Strephon the rogue, display’d it wide. 

And turn'd it round on evVy side. 

In such a case few words ar| best, 

And Strephon bids us guess the rest ; 

But swear*. Iiow damnably the men lie 
In calling Olia sweet and cleanly. 

Now listen, while he nest produces 
The various 'combs for various uses. 

Fill’d up with dirt so closely fiat, 

No brush could force a way betwist; 

A paste of composition rare. 

Sweat, dandrift', powder, lead, and hair. 

A forehead-cloth, with oil upon*!; 

To smooth tlie wrinblcB on bar front. 

Here aluni'floor, to slop tho steams 
Exhal'd from sour msav’ry t tm ami ; 

There night-ghives made of Tiipsey’s hide^ 
Bequealh'fl by Trtpeey when elm d/d ; 

Willi p#^4k|M«r, bemiiy^ hfip, 
pistUlM from Tri^rnyV datliogVIielp. 

Hum nJteypots add vfohiflic'd, 

Slii#diFd wliTwadm^^ 
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Suine wiU) pomatums, paints, aiMl slopl^ 

And umtmciUs good for chops. 

Hard by a filtliy bason stands. 

Foul'd Hitb th(|^n«irging of her hands; 

Tlic bason tabes \vhatever comes. 

The scrapings from her teeth and gums : 

A nasty compound of ail hues, 

For here slie spits and here she spues. 

But, oh ' It turn'd poor Strephou's bowcfls^ 
When he beheld and smelt the towels, 
Begumtn'd, bemattcr'd, and beslim'd 
W ith dirt, and sweaC^ and eai^wai^, grim'd. 
2^0 object Strephou's eyes escapes; 

Here petticoats in froury heaps ; 

Nor be tlit handkerchiefs foirgot, 

All variiibh'd o'er with snuff and snot, 
yhe stockings why should 1 expose. 

Seam'd with tlie moistuie ot her toes? 

Or greasy coifs, or piimers reeking. 

Which Celia slept atieast a %vcek in? 

A pair of tweezers next he found. 

To pluck her blows in arclies roimdp 
Qr hairs that sink the forehead low. 

Or on her chin likelinsdes grow. 

The rn tues nmst not let pass 
Of Ceha ^ macoifyuig glasss 
Wlieu frighted Sliepbon oastliu 
It siiew'd the mige of o g^angf 
A gjbw that can to tiiiht diadnao 
^ iQ^aUett woito iiiCdii^ ieid^ 
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And faithfully direct her nail 
To squeeae it out from head to tail ; 

For catch it nicely by the head. 

It must come out alive or dead. 

Why, Strephon, will you tell the rest ? 
And must you needs describe the clicst ? 
That careless wench ! no creature warn her 
To move it out from yonder corner, 

But leave it standing full in sight, 

For you to exercise your spight P 
In vain the workman shew'd his wit. 

With rings and hinges counterfeit. 

To make it seem, in this disguise, 

A cabinet to vulgar eyes, 

W'^hich Strephon ventur’d to look in. 
Resolv’d to go tliro* tijick and tliiu : 
lie lifts the lid ; there needs no more ; 

Ito smelt it all Uie time before. 

* As from witliin Pandora’s box, 

When Kpiuietbeus op’d the lock», 

A sudden universal crew 
Of human evib upward flew. 

He still was comforted to And 
That Hope at last vamaiD’d behind ; 

So .Strephon lifuog up the lid. 

To view what in tlie chem was liid, 

Tlie vapours flew from out the vent ; 

But Strephon, coiitiaiii^ never tuvaot 
llMr bottmn of the pan to grope , 

Att4 AmiI his hands 1 b senM of Hope. 

T 
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Oh ! ne'er may such a vile machine 
6 c once 111 ('rlia'b chamber seen ! 

Oh^. may she belter learn to keep 
I'liose secrets o^he hoary deep ! 

As mutton cuileta, prime of meat. 
Which tho* with art you salt knd beat 
As laws of cookery require, 

Apd roast tiiciii at tlie clearest fire, 

If, fram adowii the hopeful chops 
The fat upon a cinder drops, 

To stinkiin; smoke it turns ilie fiame, 
Pois'iiiiit; the flesh from whence it came. 
And up exhales a greasy stench, 

For wliich you curse the careless wench ; 
So things which must not be exprest, 
When plunipt into the reeking chest. 

Send up an excremental smell, 

I'o taint the parts from whenee they fell, 
'The petticoats and gown perfume, 

Aod waft a stink round every room. 

Thi|S finishing his grand survey. 

The smun, disgusted, slunk away» 
Repeating in his am*rous fits, 

* Oh ! Celia, Celia, CeUa sh — !* 

But Vengeance, goddess never sleeping. 
Soon punish’d Strqphon for his peeping a 
I|» foul imagination links. 

Each dame he sees with all bmr stiiihs ; 
And if uiisav'ry odours fly. 

Conceives a laidy stoadiijp hf. 
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All women his dcbcri^ion firs, 

And both ideas jump like wits, 

By vicious fancy coupled fast, 

And still appetu'iiig in contrast. 

I pjty wretcljcd Strephou, blind 
To all the charms of woman-kind. 

Should 1 the Qaeen of Love refuse, 

Because slje rose from stinking otizc ^ 

To him thiit looks behind tlxe scene 
Statira’s but some pocky queen. 

Whcii Celia all her glory sliows. 

If Streplioii uould but stop his nose, 

\Vh<j now so impiously blasphemes 

Her uinlnicuts, daubs, and paints, and cicains, 

Her washes, slops, and every clout» 

With which he makes so foul a rout, 

He soon will learn to think like me, 

And bless his ravisli*d eyes to s< e 
Such order from confilsion sprung ; 

Such gaudy tulips rais’d from dung. 
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THE PHEASANT AND THE LARK. 

A FABLE. 
ti 

BY DR. DEL.\NY. 

1730 . 

*• Quif Iniqua 

*' Tam patlens uiliii, tam ferreui* ut teneat se ? JU V. 

I N' ancient times, as bards indite, 

(If clerks have conn'd the records right,) 

A Peacock reign'd, whose glorious svray 
Ills subjects with delight obey : 

Ills tail was beauteous to behold, 

Replete with goodly eyes and gold, 

(Fair emblem of that monarch's guise, 

Whose tmin at once is rich and wise). 

And princely rul'd he many regions. 

And statesmen wise, and valiant legions. 

A Plieasant Lord*, above the rest. 

With every grace and talent blest. 

Was sent to sway, with all his skill. 

The sceptre of a neighbouring hillf. 

No science was to him unknown. 

For the arts were all his own : 

In all tlic living learned read. 

Though more delighted wMl the dead : 
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For birds, if ancient tales be true, 

Had then tiieir Popes and Homers too, 
Could read and write in prose and verse. 
And speak like and build like Pearce*. 
He knew their voices, and their win{;;s ; 

Who smoothest soars, who sweetest siiif^s; 
Who toils with ill-fledg*d pens to climb, 
And who attain’d the true sublime : 

1 heir merits he could well descry. 

He had so exquisite an eye; 

And when that fail’d, to shew them clear. 
He had as exquisite an e;ir. 

It chanc’d, as on a day he stray’d, 

Beneath an academic shade, 

He lik’d, luni^t a tliousaiid throats, 

The wildness of a woodlark’sf notes; 

And search’d, and spy’d, and seiz’d his game. 
And took him home, and made him tame ; 
Found him on trial true and able, 

DO cheer’d and fed him at his table. 

Here some shrewd critic finds I’m caught. 
And cries out ' Better fed than taught*— 
I'hen jests on game and tame, and reads 
And jests; and so rq/ tole proceeds. 

Long had he study'd in the Wood, 
Convefting wiUi the wise and gpod ; 

His soul witli harmony iospir’^ 

Wicli love of tnithqpfi viriqp fir’dt 

e AfruMMiMfiManjhtaeU t.Dr* Dtbi^* 
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Ills Brethrcirs good arid Maker's praise 
Were all tl\c study of his lays ; 

Were all his study in retreat. 

And now empl^’dliim with the great. 

His friendship was the sure resort 
Of all the watched at the court ; 

Hut chiefly merit in distress 

His greatest blessing was to bless.— ^ 

This fix’d him in his patron's breast, 

But fir’d widi envy all the rest ; 

I mean tliat noisy craving crew. 

Who round the court incessant flew. 

And prey’d like rooks, by pairs and dozens, 
To fill tlie maws of sons and cousins ; 

' Unmov’d their h^art, and chill'd dieir blood, 
^ To every thought of common good, 

* Confining eveiy hope and care' ' 

To their own low contracted sphere. 

These ran him down with ceaseless ory. 

But found it bard to tell you why, 

Till Kis own worth and wit supply’d 
Sufficient matter to deride : 

* I'it Envy's safest, surest rule, 

< To hide her rage in ridici|le : 

* The vulgar eye she best beguiles, 

* When all her spukes are deck’d with smiles;' 
Sardonic smiles, bj raaooqr rais'd ! 

* Tormented most wbeo seMring pleased!' 
Their spight bad more than half expir'd, 

Had hf not wrote wb^aU eidmir’d ; 
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V^hat morads had their maiioe wanted, 

But that he built, and piann'd, and planted ! 

Hgw l^d his sense and learning griev'd them, 

But tliat his charity reliev'd them ! 

* At highest Worth dull Malice reaches^ 

* As slugs pollute the fairest peaches c 

* Envy defames, as harpies vile 

* Devour the food they first defile.’ 

Now ask the fruit of all his favour^ 

* He was not hitherto a saver'-^ 

What then could make their rage run mad f 
f Why what he Aop'd, not what he had. 

* What tyrant e'er invented ropes, 

* Or racks, or rods, to punish hopes f 

* Th’ inheritance of Hope and Fame 
^ Is seldom Earthly Wisdom’s aim ; 

* Or, if it were, is not so snmll, 

* But there is room enough for all/ 

If he but chance to breathe a song 
(He seldom sang, and aevar long) 

The noisy, rude, malignant crowd. 

Where it was iii^, pronoone'd it load s 
Plain Truth was Mde; and what was riUier, 

Easy and friendly was fi|miliar. 

Or, if he tun'd bis lofty lays, 

With tolemo air to Virt^ pnife^ 

Alike abusive aad e it oas o ws, 

They cabl’d it hoaite and Mhnrmoniow ? 

Yet so it was to souls like tbdrs, 

Thudess «s Abel to die hean I 
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A Rook* with lianli malignant caw 
Beean, was follow’d by a Dawf 
(Though some, who would be thought to kuow^ 
Are positive it^jaS a Crow) { 

Jack Daw was seconded by Tit» 

Tom Titt could write, and so he writ ; 

A tribe of tuneless praters follow, 

The Jhv. the Magpk, and the Swallow; 

And iwnntv more their throats let loose, 

Down to the witless waddling Goose. 

Some * ick’d at him, some flew, some fluttered, 
Some hiss'd, some screa *d, and others mutter’d. 
The Crow, on carrion wont to feast. 

The Carrion Crow condemn’d his taste : 

The Rook in earnest too, not joking, 

Swore all his singing was but croaking. 

Some thought they meant to shew their wit. 
Might tliink so stiU—^ but tliat they writ’— 
Could it be spight or envy No~ 

* Who did no ill, could have no foe.’-^ 

So Wise Simplicity esteem’d. 

Quite otherwise True Wisdom de$m’d; 

This question rightly understood, 

* What more provokes than doing good f 

* A soul ennobled and refin’d 

^ Reproaches every btfser mind : 

‘ As strains exalted and mriodioof 

* Make every meaiMg,muiio4»di«Nia.'-^ 
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At length the Nighdogale* was heard, 

For voice and wisdom long revered, 

K»teem*d of all the wise and good, 

The Guardian Genius of the wood c 
He long in discontent retired, 

Yet not obscur’d, but more admir'd ; 

His brethren’s servile souls disdaining, 

He liv’d indignant and complaining : 

They now afresh provoke bis d^er 
(It seems the Lark had been hii scholar, 

A favourite scholar always near him. 

And oft' had wak'd whole nights to hear him): 
Enrag'd he canvasses the matter. 

Exposes all their senseless chatter. 

Shews him and them in such a ligjht. 

As more inflames, yet queUi their spigot. 

They hear his voice and frighted fly. 

For rage liad rais’d it very high : 

Sham’d by the wisdom of his notes. 

They hide their beads, and hush their throats. 


answer to doctor DELANTS FABLB 

or THE FHEABAHT AMM THB JLAEK. 173a 

In ancient times the wise ware able 
In proper terms to write a fable; 

•ISssaMk. 



S18 XJ9CELLANE0US POEMS* 

Their tales would always justly suit 
The characters of evVy brute ; 

The asB was dull, the lion brave, 

The stag was swift, |(he fox a knave ; 

The daw a thie/ftlie ape a droll, 

The hound would sceut, the wolf would prowl 
A pigeon would, if shown by A'jop, 

Fly from the hawk, or pick his pease up. 

Far otherwise a great divine 
Has learn d his Fables to refine ; 

He jumbles men and birds together, 

As if they all were of a feather : 

You see him first the Peacock b^ing, . 

Against all rules to be a king ; 

That in his t ul he wore his eyes, 

By which he grew both rich and wise. 

Now, prav, observe the Doctor's choice, 

A Feac'jck chose for flight and voice ! 

Did ever mortal see a Peacock 
Attempt a flight above a haycock ? 

And for his singing. Doctor, you know 
Himself complain’d of it to Juno. 

He squalls in such a hellish noise. 

It frightens all the village boys. 

This Peacock kept a standing force 
In regiments of foot and horse; 

Had statesmen too of ev^ry kind. 

Who waited on bb ^yes beUad ; 

(And this was thought the pest. 

For rule the rump you role ^ roast.) 
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The Doctor iiameB bat one at preient. 

And he of all birdi was a Pheamat. 

This PheasanE was a man of wit, 

Could read all books were ever writ, 

And wher. amOng companions priirj^ 

Could quote you Cicero and livy. 

Birds as he says, and I allow. 

Were scholars tlien, as well as npw. 

Could read all volumes up to folios. 

And feed on tricassees and olios. 

This Pheasant, by the Peacock> will, 

Was viceroy of a neigbb'riag hi^ 

And as he wander'd in bis park, 

He chanc'd to spy a deigy LaHt, 

Was taken with hit person outward* 

So prettily he pick'd a eow-t^d ; 

Then in a net the Pheasant etqght Um, 

And in his palace fed imd taught bsa. 

The moral of the talc jt pleasant, 

Hiinseir the Lark, my Lord the PlMMMft: 

A Lark be is, and such a Lark 
As never came from Noakfs salt ; 

And tho' be had no cNber noboo 
But building, plaoniog, swd desMte; 

Tho' 'CIS a anodApM Mst know, 

Who does no til mm have no ftoo ; 

TctbowdiaUl espegii kh wwds 
Tho scrango stopi^ of bMsf 
This Lark was kasod in the woq 4 
Bocaosi ko did kii knchnia^nd. 
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At last the Nightingale comes in, 

To hold the Doctor by the chin ; 

We all can find out whom he meanS| 

The worst of dAaflwted Deans, 

Whose wit at best was next to none^ 

And now that little next is gone ; 

Against tlie court is always blabbing, 

And calls the Senate>house a Cabin ; 

So dull, that but for spleen and spite, 

We ne'er should know that he could write ; 
Who thinks the nation always err’d. 

Because himself is not preferr'^d ; 

His heart is thro’ his libel * seen. 

Nor could his malice spare tlie Q-^n, 

Who, had she known his vile behaviour, 
Would ne’er have shown him so much favour. 
A noble Lordf hath told his pranks. 

And well deserves the nation’s thanks. 

O would the Senate deign to show 
Besentment oa this public foe ! 

Our Nightingale might fit a cage, 

There let him starve, and vent hirrage; 

Or would they but in fetters bind 
This enemy t^l^mnan kind. 

Hanuonious Ceifee I ! shew thy seal. 

Thou ebampion for the ooaunon-weai ! 

Nor on a theme like this repine 
For once to wet thy pen divme; 


• Vlte a ^ M Dr. and Lori GHtM. 

t laid aUouths tsMvte toiaut Sy HaulM. 
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Bestow that libeller a lash^ 

Who daily vends seditions tnA; 

'Who dares revile tlie nation’s wisdom, 
But in the pruise of virtue is dumb : 

That scribbler lash, who neither knows 
The turn of verse nor s^le of pibse ; 
Whose malice, for the wont of ends, 
'Would have us lose our English friends ; 
W’ho never liad one public thought, 

Nui ever gave tlie poor a groat. 

One clincher more and I have done, 

T end my labours with a pun. 

Jove send this Nigbiin^le may fall, 
Who spends his day and night in gaU. 

So IVi ightingale and Lark adieu ! 

1 see the greatest owls in you 
Tlmt ever screech’d or ever flew. 


THE POWER OF TIMR 173»« 

If neither brass nor marble^M^F^hstaisd 
The mortal force of Tune’s dertiwitrive bands 
Jf mountains sink to vaks^if olios die. 

And less’Ding rivers OMNl^lheir fountains diyi 
When my old casfoc (said a Welsh dmoe) 

Is out at e&bow^ vbj shoiild.1 lOpiiie} 
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THE REVOLUTION AT MARKET-HILI* 
1730. 

F ROM distant regions Fortune sends 
An odd triumvirate of friends : 

Where Phoebus pays a scanty stipend, 

Where never yet a codling ripen’d. 

Hither the frantic goddess draws 
Three sufPrers in a ruin’d cause : 

By faction banish’d, here unite 
A Dean*, a Spaniardf, and a Knight J; 

ITnite, but on conditions cruel. 

The Dean and Spaniard hod it too well : 
Condemn'd to live in service hard. 

On either side his honour’s guard ; 

The Dean, to guard his honour’s back. 

Must build a castle at Drumlack§ ; 

The Spaniard, sore against his will, 

Must raise a fort at Market-hill ; 

And thus the pair of humble gentry 
At north and south are posted centry^ 

While in his lordly castle fix’d 
The Knight triuai|phant reigns betwixt^ 

And what the wretches most resent. 

To be his slaves must pay him rent ; 

• The Author. ** 

f Col. Harry Leslie, who served sod lived lone In Spain. 
t Sir Arthur Achewin. 

f The Irish name of a fhrm the Dean took, and was to hulLd 
on, hutchenged hU mind. Hi caUed it prapM UUL Ade 
the poem so called. ^ 
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Attend him daily as their chief, 

Decant his wine, and carve his beef. 

Oh, Fortune ! 'tis a scandal for thee 
To smile on those who are least worthy : 
Weiah but the merits of the three. 

His slaves have ten times more than he- 
Proud Baronet of Nova Scotia ! 

The Dean and Spaniard must reproach ye : 
Of their two fames the world enough rings ; 
Where are thy services and sufferings? 
What if for nothing once you kiss’d, 
A'jainst the grain, a monarch’s hst ? 

W hat if among the courtly tribe 
You lost a place and sav’d a bribe ? 

And then in surly mood came here 
To fifteen hundred pounds a-year. 

And fierce against the Whigs liarangu’d ? 
You never ventur’d to be Itang’d. 

How d ire you treat ydur betters thus ? 

Are you to be compar’d with os 1 

Come, Spaniard ! let us from our farms 
Call forth our cottagers to arms; 

Our forces let us both unite, 

Attack tlie foe at left and right, 

From Market-hill’s exalted head. 

Full northward let your troops be led; 
While I from Drapier’e Mount descend, 
And to the south my squadrons bend. 
New-river Walk, with friendly shade, 
jghall kfiep my host in ambust^e, 

P|9 
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yhile you, from where the bason stands^ 
IftEall scale the rampart with you bands. 
Nor need we doubt the fort to win; 

1 hold intelligonce within. 

True, Lad^Aiinc no dang;er fears. 

Brave as the Upton fan she wears ; 

Then, lest upon our first attack 

Her valiant arm sliould force us back, ) 

And we of all our hopes depriv'd, 

I have a stratagem contriv’d : 

By these embroider’d high-heel’d shoes 
She shall he caught, as in a noose ; 

So well contriv’d her toes to pinch. 

Shell not have pow’r to stir an inch : 
These gaudy shoes must Hannah * place 
Direct before her Lad/s face ; 

The shoes put on, our faithful portress 
Admits us in to storm the fortress. 

While tortur’d Madam hounds remains, 
like Montezume in golden chains ^ 

Or like a cat with walnuts shod. 
Stumbling at ev’ry step she trod. 

Sly hunters thus, in Borneo's isle. 

To catch a monkey by a wile 
The mimic animal amuse ; ' 

They place before him gloves and shoes. 
Which, when the brute pots awkward on, 
AU his agility is gone s 


Mj ladj** waltliM<4na]d. 
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In vain to frisk or climb he tries ; 

The huntsmen seize the grinning prize* 

But let us on our first assault 
Secure the larder and the vault. 

The valiant Dennis* you must fix on, 

And ril engage with Peggy Dixonf; 

Then if we once can seize the key, 

And chest that keeps my Lady’s tea, 

They must surrender at discretion : 

And soon as we have gain’d possession 
We’ll act as other conquerors do, 

Divide the realm between us two. 

Then (let me see) we’ll make the Knight 
Our clerk, for he can read and write; 

But must not think, I tell him that, 

Like LorimerJ, to wear his hat ; 

Yet, when wc diiic without a friend, 

Wi’ll place him at the lower end. 

• Madam, whose skill does all in dress lie, 

May serve'to wait on Mrs, l^slie ; 

But lest it might not be so proper 
That her own maid should overtop her, 

To mortify the creature more. 

We’ll take her heels five inches luw’r. 

For Httinah, when we have no need of her. 
Twill be our int’rest to get rid of her ; 

And when we execute our pbt, 

•Tb best to hang her on the spot; 


«Tbcbua>r« t The IwnMlwrper. | Hwafeab 
V 3 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 


it26 

As all your polititians wise 
Dispatch the rogues by whom they rise. 


TRAULUS. 

A DULOGUE BETWEEN TOM AND ROBOr^ . 
THE FXllST PART. 1730. 

TOM. 

Sat, Robin, what can Traulus mean 
By bcirwing thus against the Dean ^ 

Why does he call him paltry Scribbler, 

Papist, and Jacobite and libeller ? 

Yet cannot prove a single fact. 

RODIN. Forgive him, Tom, his head is crack'd. 
TOM. Wiiat mischief can the Dean have done him. 
That Traulus colls for vengeance on him } 

Why must he sputter, spawl, and slaver it. 

In vain against tlie people^s fav’rite ? 

Revile that nation-saving paper, 

Which gave the Dean the name of Drapier ? 

ROBIN. Why Tom, X think the case.^ plain; 
Party and spleen have turn’d his brain. 

TOM. Such Friendsliip never man profess’d^ 

The Dean was never so caress’d ; 

For Traulus long his rancour nurs’d. 

Till, God knows why, at last it burst. ^ 
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That darasy outsiflc of a porter, 

Bow could it thus conceal a courtier P 
aoBZN. I own appearances are bad, 

Yet still insist the man is mad, 

TOM. Yet many a wretch in Bedlam knows 
How to distinguish friends from foes ; 

And tho' perhaps among the rout 
He wildly flings his filth about. 

He still has gratitude and sap’ence. 

To spare the folks that gire him ha'pence. 

Nor in their eyes at random pisses, 

Bat turns aside, like mad Ulysses, 

While Traulus all his ordure scatters^ 

To fool the man he duefly flatters. 

Whence come these inconsistent fits ? 

lOBiN. Why Tom the man has lost his wira 
TOM. Agreed ; and yet when Towzer snaps 
At people's heels with frothy cl^ps, 

Hangs down bis head, and drops his tail, 

To say he's mad will not ayail ; 

The^oeighbours all cry, * Slioot him dead ; 

Hang, drown, or knock him on the Iiead 
So Tiaulus, when he first harangu'd, 

I wonder why be was not bang’d ; 

Tor of the tiro, without dispute, 

Towzer’s the less offensive brute. 

ROBIN. Tom, you mistake Che matter quite y 
Tour ^rking curs will seldom 'bite ; 

And tho’ you bear him stutp-tuMut-ter, 

He backs as fesi as he can utter. 
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He prates in Spite of all impediment. 

While none believes that what he said he meant 
Puts in his finger and his thumb 
To grope j^or words and out they come. 

He calls you rogue ; there’s nothing in it. 

He fawns upon you in a minute : 

Begs leave to rail, but, d — n his blood. 

He only meant it for your good : 

His friendship was exactly tim'd. 

He shot before your foes wer^ pcim’dL 
By this contrivance, Mr. Dean, 

By G — ni bring you off as clean 
Then let him use you ere so rough, 

Twas all for love, and that’s enough. 

But tho* he sputter thro’ a session. 

It never makes the least impression : 

Whate’er he speaks for madness goes. 

With no effect on friends or foes. 

TOM. The scrubbiest cur in all the pack 
Can set the mastiff on your back. 

I own his madness is a jest. 

If that were all ; but he’s posseBs*d, 

Incarnate with a thousand imps, 

To work whose ends his madness pimps. 

Who o’er each string and wire preside. 

Fill ev’ry pipe, each motion guide. 

Directing ev'iy vice we find 
In Scripture to the^levil assign'd; 

Sent from the dark infernal region. 

In him they lodge^ and make ^ Legion. 
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Of brethren he^ a false accuser, , 

A sland'rer, traitor, and seducer; 

A fawning, base, trepanning liar, 

The marks peculiar of his sire. 

Or grant him but a drone at best, 

A di'onc can raise a honict’s nest. 

The Dean hath felt their stings before, 
And must their malice ne'er give o'er f 
Still swarms and buz about the nose ? 
But Ireland’s friends ne’er wanted foes. 
A patriot is a dang’rous post, 

Wlien wanted by liis country most ; 
Perversely comes m evil times. 

Where virtues are imputed crimes; 

His guilt is clear, the proofs are pregnant, 
A traitor to the vices regnant. 

What spirit, since the world began. 
Could always beH'r*^o strive witli inan^ 
Which God pronounc’d he never wou'd, 
And soon convinc’d them by a flood. 

Yet still the Dean on freedom raves; 

His spirit always strives with slaves : 

*ris thne at lost to spare his iuk^ 

And let thc|a rot, or hang, or sink. 
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TTraulits, of amphibious breed. 

Motley fruit of inmt^rel seed. 

By th» dam from lordliugs sprung. 

By the sire exliaPd from dung; 

Think on evVy vice in both, 

Took on Inna, and see their growth. 

View him on the mother's side. 

Fill’d with falsehood, spleen, and pride^ 
Poaitive and over-bearing. 

Changing still, and still adhering; 
Spiteful, peevish, rude, untoward. 
Fierce in tongue, in heart a coward; 
When his friends he most is hard on. 
Cringing comes to beg their pardon; 
Reputation ever tearing, 

Ever dearest friendship swearing; 
Judgment weak, and passion strong; 
Always various, always wrong; 
Provocation never waits. 

Where he loves or where he hates; 
Talks what'er comes in his head. 

Wishes it were all unsaid. 

Let me now the vices trace 
From tlie father’s scoundrel race* 
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Who could give the looby such airs ? 
Were they masons, were they butchc*? 
Herald, lend the Muse an answer 
From his afavui and grandsirc ; 

This was dcxlVous at his trowel. 

That was bred to kill a cow well. 

Hence tlie greasy clumsy mien 
In his dress and figure seen; 

! iciice the mean and sordid soul, 

IjIvC his body, rank and foul ; 

Hence tliat wild suspicious peep, 

Like a rogue that steals a theep ; 

Hence he leariiVl the butchers guile, 
How to cut your throat and smile ; 

Like a butcher doom’d for life 
In his mouth to wear his knife; 

Hence lie dmws his daily food 
From his tenants'' vital blood. 

Lastly, let bis gifts be try’d 
Borrow'd from the mason's side. 

Some perhaps may think him able 
111 the state to build a Babel ; 

Could we place him in a station 
To dpstioy the old foundation. 

True, indeed, I should be gladder 
Could he leara to mount a ladder, 
hlay he at his latter end 
mount alive, and dead descend ! 

In him tell me wltich prevail|^ 

Female vice* most, or male i 
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What produc'd him can you tell ? 
Human raci| or imps of liell ? 


TO BETTY THE GRIZETTE. 

1730 . 

Queen of Wit and beauty, Betty ! 

Never may the Muse forget ye: 

How tliy face channs ev'ry rtiepherd. 
Spotted over like a leopard ! 

And thy freckled neck display'd. 

Envy breeds in ev'ry maid ; 

a fly*bU>wn cake of tallow. 

Of on parchment ink turn'd yellow, 

Or a tawney speckled pippin 
'Shridell'd with a wiiitei^ keeping. 

And, thy beauty thus dispatch’d. 

Let me praise ihy wit uninatch’d. 

Set of |)[hrase8, cut and dry, ' 

Elmore thy tongue skipply ; 

AnH thy memory is loaded 

With old scraps from plays exploded ; 

Stock'd with repartees and jokes ' 

Suited to all Christian folks ; 

Shreds of wk, and senseless rhymes, 
Blunder'd out a^thousand times. 
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Nor wilt thou of gifts be spMing, 

Which can ne*er be worse for wearing, 

Picking wit among collegians, 

In the playhouse’ upper regions. 

Where, in eighteen-penny gallVy, 

Irish nymphs learn Irish ra'U’ry ; 

But thy merit is thy failing. 

And thy raillery is railing. 

Thus with talents well endu*(} 

To be scuitUqus and rude. 

When yon pertly rtiise your snout, 

Fleer and gibe, and laugh, nnd ilout| 

I'his among Hibernian asses 
For sheer wit and humour passes; 

Thus indulgent Chioe bit, 

Swears you lia^e a world of wit. 


DEATH and DAPHNa 


to AV AQEEEABLE YOUMO EADY, BUT EZTB‘EICI|I 
EEak,-^17SO, 


went, upon a solemn day. 
At Pluto’s liail bis court to pay : 
The phantom, having humbly kist 
K^it^iy monarch’s sooty fist. 
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PpQsciitcd him tlie weekly bills 
Of doctoi's, fevers, plagues, and pills. 
Pluto ubsej^'ing, since tlie peace, 

The burial-article decrease. 

And vexM to see affaii^ miscarry. 

Declar’d in council Death must marry ; 
Vow’d he no longer could support 
Old bachelors about his court ; 

The iuL’ies^t of his realm had need 
That death should get a iium’rous breed ; 
Young Deathlings, who, by practice made 
Proficient in their father’s trade. 

With colonies might stock around 
His large dominions under ground. 

A consult of coquettes below, 

W as call’d to rig him out a beau. 

From her own head Mcgara takes 
A periwig of twisted snakes, 

Wnich in the nicest fashions curl’d, 

Oike toupdes of this upper world) 

With flour of sulphur powder’d well. 

That graceful on his shoulders fell, 

An adder of the sable kind, 

In line direct hung down behind ; 

The OAvl, the raven, and the hat, 

CJlubb’tl for a feather to his hat; 

His coat an us’rer’s velvet pall. 

Bequeath’d to Pluto corpse and all; 

But, loath his person to expose. 

Bare, like a carcass pick’d by crows ; 
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A Inwyer o’er his hands and face 
Stuck artfully a parchment case ; 

Mo iiew-flux’d rake shewed fairer skin. 

Nor Phillis after lying in. 

With snuff was fill'd his ebon box, 

Of shin-bones ratted by the pox ; 

Nine spirits of blaspheming fops 
With aconite anoint his chops, 

^iid give him words of dreadful sounds, 

<T — (i d — 11 his blood, and b — d and w— ds. 
llius furnish’d out, he sent his train 
To take a house in Warwiok-Lane: 

The Faculty, his humble friends, 

A complimcntal message sends; 

Their president in scarlet gown 
Hwungu’d and welcom’d him to Town. 

But l)cath had bus’ness to dispatch; 

Ills mind was running on his match; 

And hearing much of Daphne’s fame, 

Ills Majesty of Terrors came, 

Fine as a col’nel of the Guards, 

To visit where she sat at cards. 

She, as he came into the room. 

Thought him Adonis in his bloom. 

And now her heart with pleasure jnraps. 
She scarce remembers what is tramps; 

For such a shape of skin and bone 
Was never seen except her own: 

Charm’d with his eyes, find cliin, and inout^ 
Uerpocket^ass drew dily out, 
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And grew enamour'd with her phiz^ 

As just the counter part of his. 

She darted many a private glance^ 

And fr^j^ made the first advance; 

Was of her beauty grown bo vain, 

She doubted not to win the swain ; 

Nothing she thought, could sooner gain him, 
Than with her wit to entertain liim. 

She ask'd about her friends below. 

This meagre fop, that batter'd beau; 
Whether some late-departed toasts 
Had got gallants among the ghosts ? 

If Chloe were a sharper still. 

As great as ever, at Quadrilie ? 

(The ladies there must needs be rooks. 

For cards, we know, are Pluto’s books.) 

Jf Florimel liad found her love. 

For whom she bang'd hersplf above t 
How oft’ a-week 'was leapt a ball 
By Proserpine at Pluto’s hall ? 

She fancied those E|ysign shades 
The sweetest place for masquerades. 

How pleasant on the banks of Styx 
Tq troU it in a cqach and six ! 

What ppide a female heart inflames ? 

How *endiiess are Ambition's aims ! 
pease, haughty Nymph ! the Fqtes decree 
Death must not be a spouse for thee; 

For wlwii by chance the meagre sha^ 

Upon thy hand his finger Iqid^ 
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Thy hand, as dry and cold as lead, 

His matrimonial spirit fled ; 

He felt about his heart a damp. 

That quite extinguish'd Cupid's lamp; 

Away the frighted spectre scuds, 

And leaves my Lady in the suds. 


END DF THE SECOND TOEUUE. 
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